
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



IC-NRLF 



I 



$B ?MT 



"I 



# 



1-^ 




REESE LIBRARY 



UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA. ! 




ENGLISH LANDS LETTERS 
AND KINGS 

Zbc later Oeorges to tMctoria 



ENGLISH UNDS LETTERS AND KINGS 
By Donald G. KHtchell 

I. f ctm Cctt to VmMc 

II. from SUjabctb to Bimc 

III. Otttccn Bmie Mb tbc ^cocgcf 

IV. Vbe %«ter Ocoroef to Wctorte 
£m* 7 90/., 1^0, itiUi, §M top, $t.60 

AMERICAN UNDS AND LETTERS 

ft0m tbc tttfflowcr to tttp Van IBUnble 
I M/.« ooHor* 72m«, Illu&trmt94, $2.69 



ENGLISH LANDS LETTERS 



AND KINGS 
Sbe Xater (Beorged to tPlctoria 



BY 



Donald G. Mitchell 





;^aliforh^ 

NEW YORK 

Cbavles Scribners Sons 

MDCCCXCVII 



CornuciiT, 1897, sr 
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 




FORECAST. 



THE printers ask if there is to be prefatory 
matter. 

There shall be no excuses, nor any defensive ex- 
planations : and I shall only give here such fore- 
cast of this little book as may serve as a reminder, 
and appetizer, for the kindly acquaintances I meet 
once more; and further serve as an illustrative 
menuy tor the benefit of those newer and more 
critical friends who browse tentatively at the 
tables of the booksellers. 

This volume — the fourth in its series of Eng- 
lish Lands and Letters — opens upon that always 
delightful country of hills and waters, which is 
known as the Lake District of England; — where 
we found Wordsworth, stalking over the fells — 
and where we now find the maker of those heavy 
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poems of Thaldha and Madoc, and of ihe charming 
little biography of Nelson. There, too, we find 
that strange creature, De Quincey, full of a 
tamalt»of thonghts and language — out of which 
comes ever and anon some penetrating utterance, 
whose barb of words fixes it in the mind, and 
makes it rankle. Professor Wilson is his fellow, 
among the hills by Elleray — as strenuous, and 
weightier with his great bulk of Scottish man- 
hood; the IsU of Palms is forgotten; but not 
^^Christopher in his Shooting Jacket'' — stained, 
and bespattered with Highland libations. 

A Londoner we encounter — Crabb Robinson, 
full of gossip and conventionalities ; and also that 
cautious, yet sometimes impassioned Scottish bard 
who sang of Hohenlinden, and of Gertrude of 
Wyoming. Next, we have asked readers to share 
our regalement, in wandering along the Tweed 
banks, and in rekindling the memories of the 
Terse, the home, and the chiyalric stories of the 
benign master of Abbotsford, for whom — what- 
ever newer literary fashions may now claim alle- 
giance and whatever historic quid-nuncs may say 
in derogation — I think there are great multitudes 
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who will keep a warm place in their hearts and 
easily pardon a kindred warmth in our words. 

After Drybnrgh^ and its pall^ we have in these 
pages found our way to Edinboro'^ and have 
sketched the beginners, and the beginnings of 
that great northern quarterly, which so long dom- 
inated the realm of British book-craft, and which 
rallied to its ranks such men as Jeffrey and the 
witty Sydney Smith, and Mackintosh and the 
pervasive and petulant Brougham — full of power 
and of pyrotechnics. These great names and 
their quarterly organ call up comparison with that 
other, southern and distinctive Quarterly of Albe- 
marle Street, which was dressed for literary battle 
by writers like Giflord, Oroker, Southey, and 
Lockhart 

The Prince Begent puts in an appearance in 
startling waistcoats and finery — vibrating between 
Windsor and London; so does the bluff Sailor- 
King William IV. Next, Walter Savage Landor 
leads the drifting paragraphs of our story — a 
great, strong man ; master of classicism, and 
master of language; now tender, and now viru- 
lent ; never quite master of himself. 
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Of Leigh Hnnty and of his gracefnl^ light- 
weighted^ gossipy literary utterance^ there is in- 
dnlgent mention^ with some delightfnl passages of 
verse foregathered from his many books. Of 
Thomas Moore^ too, there is respectful and grate- 
ful — if not over-exultant — talk; yet in these swift 
days there be few who are tempted to tarry long in 
the "rosy bowers by Bendemeer/* 

From Moore and the brilliant fopperies of ''The 
First Gentleman of Europe/' we slip to the dis- 
orderly, but pungent and vivid essays of Hazlitt 
— to the orderly and stately historic labors of 
Hallam, closing up our chapter with the gay com- 
pany who used to frequent the brilliant salon of 
the Lady Blessington — first in Seamore Place, and 
later at Gore House. There we find Bulwer, 
Disraeli (in his flamboyant youth -time), the 
elegant Count d'Orsay, and others of that train- 
band. 

Following quickly upon these, we have asked 
our readers to fare with us along the old and 
vivid memories of Newstead Abbey — to track the 
master-poet of his time, through his early days of 
romance and marriage — through his joumejrings 
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athwart Europe, from the orange groves of Lisbon 
to the olives of Thessaly — from his friendship 
with Shelley, and life at Meillerie with its loud 
joys and stains — through his wild revels of 
Venice — his masterly verse-making — his quie- 
tudes of Bavenna (where the Guiccioli shone) — 
through his passionate zeal for Greece, and his 
last days at Mlssolonghi, with one brief glimpse of 
his final resting-place, beside his passionate Gor- 
don mother, under the grim, old tower of Huck- 
nall-Torkard. So long indeed do we dwell upon 
this Byronic episode, as to make of it the virtual 
pi^ de rSsisfance in the literary menu of these 
pages. 

After the brusque and noisy King William there 
trails royally into view that Sovereign Victoria, 
over whose blanched head — in these very June 
days in which I write — the bells are all ringing 
a joyous Jubilee for her sixtieth year of reign. 
But to our eye, and to these pages, she comes as 
a girl in her teens — modest, yet resolute and 
calm ; and among her advisers we see the suave 
and courtly Melbourne ; and among those who 
make parliamentary battle, in the Queen's young 
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years^ ihat famed historian who has pictured the 
lives of her kinsfolk — William and Mary — in a 
way which will make them familiar in the ages to 
come. 

We have a glimpse^ too> of the jolly Captain 
Marryat cracking his for'castle jokes, and of the 
somewhat tedious^ though kindly, G. P. B. James, 
lifting his chivalric notes abont men-at-arms and 
knightly adventures — a belated hunter in the 
fields of ancient feudal gramarye. 

And with this pennant of the old times of 

tourney flung to the sharp winds of these days, 

and shivering in the rude blasts — where anarchic 

threats lurk and murmur — we close our preface, 

and bid our readers all welcome to the spread of 

— what our old friend Dugald Dalgetty would 

call — the Vivers. 

D. G- M. 
BoQKWooD, June S4, 1897. 
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CHAPTER I. 



THE reader will, perhaps^ remember that we 
bronght onr last yearns ramble amongst 
British Lands and Letters to an end — in the 
charming Lake District of England. There^ we 
found Ooleridge, before he was yet besotted by 
his opiam-hnnger ; there, too, we had Chorch-in- 
terview with the stately, silver-haired poet of 
Bydal Mount — making ready for his last Excur- 
sion into the deepest of Nature's mysteries. 

The reader will recall, further, how this poet 
and seer, signalized some of the later years of his 

life by indignant protests against the schemes — 
IV.— 1 
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which were then afoot — for pnshing railways 
among the niral aerenitiee of Westmoreland. 



The Lake Country. 

It is no wonder ; for those Lake oonnties are 
Tory beantifal^ — as if^ some day^ all the tamer 
features of English landscape had been sifted ont^ 
and the residue of pictnresqueness and salient ob- 
jects of flood and mountain had been bunched 
together in those twin regions of the Derwent 
and of Windermere. Every American trayeller is 
familiar^ of oourse, with the charming glimpses 
of Lake Saltonstall from the Shore-line high-road 
between New York and Boston ; let them imagine 
these multiplied by a score^ at frequently recur- 
ring intervals of walk or drive ; not bald duplica- 
tions; for sometimes the waters have longer 
stretchy and the hills have higher reach^ and 
fields have richer culture and more abounding 
verdure; moreover, occasional gray church tow- 
ers lift above the trees, and specks of villages 
whiten spots in the valleys ; and the smoothest 
and hardest of roads run along the margin of the 
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Idces ; and masses of ivy cover walls^ and go riot- 
ing all over the fronts of wayside inns. Then, 
mountains as high as Graylock^ in Berkshire^ pile 
suddenly out of the quieter undulations of sur- 
&ce> with high-lying ponds in their gulches; 
there are deep swales of heather, and bald rocks, 
and gray stone cairns that mark the site of an- 
cient Cumbrian battles. 

No wonder that a man loving nature and lov- 
ing solitude, as Wordsworth did love them, should 
have demurred to the project of railways, and 
have shuddered— as does Buskin now — at the 
whistling of the demon of civilization among those 
hills. But it has come there, notwithstanding, 
and come to stay ; and from the station beyond 
Bowness, upon the charmingest bit of Winder- 
mere, there lies now only an early morning's walk 
to the old home of Wordsworth at Bydal. Imme- 
diately thereabout, it is true, the levels are a lit- 
tle more puzzling to the engineers, so that the 
thirteen miles of charming country road which 
stretch thence — twirling hither and yon, and up 
and down — in a northwesterly direction to the 
town of Keswick and the Derwent valley, remain 
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now in very much tbe same condition as when I 
walked over them^ in leisurely way^ fifty odd years 
ago this coming spring. The road in passing ont 
from Bydal village goes near the cottage where 
poor Hartley Coleridge livedo and earlier^ that 
strange creatare De Qnincey (of whom we shall 
have presently more to say) ; it skirts the very 
margin of Grasmere Lake ; this latter being at 
yonr left^ while npon the right yon can almost see 
among the near hills the famous '^ Wishing Gate ;'' 
farther on is Grasmere village^ and Grasmere 
church-yard — in a comer of which is the graye 
of the old poet^ and a modest stone at its head 
on which is graven only the name> William Words- 
worth, — as if anything more were needed I A 
mile or two beyond, one passes the '' Swan Inn/' 
and would like to lodge there, and maybe clamber 
up Helvellyn, which here shows its great hulk 
on the right — no miniature mountain, but one 
which would hold its own (3,000 feet) among the 
lesser ones which shoulder up the horizon at 
*' Crawford's,'* in the White Mountains. 

Twirling and winding along the flank of Hel- 
vellyn, the road comes presently upon the long 



ROBERT SOUTHEY. 5 

Dnnmail Bise, where a Cambrian battle was 
fought^ and where> some six hundred feet above 
the level of Bydal water, one plunges into moun- 
tain savagery. All the while Helvelljn is rising 
like a giant on the right, and on the left is the 
lake of Thirlmere, with its shores of precipice. 
An hour more of easy walking brings one to 
another crest of hill from which the slope is 
northward and westward, and from this point 
you catch sight of the great mass of Skiddaw; 
while a little hitherward is the white speckle of 
Keswick town ; and stretching away from it to 
your left lies all the valley of Derwent Water — 
with a cleft in the hills at its head, down which 
the brooklet of Lodore comes — '' splashing and 
flashing.'' 

Bobert Southey. 

I have taken the reader upon this stroll through 
a bit of the Lake country of England that we 
might find the poet Dr. Southey* in his old 

* Bobert Southey, b. 1774 ; d. 1848. Joan of Arc (pab.) 
1796 ; Thalahoy 1801; A Vinon of Judgment, 1821; Life of 
ReUon, 1818 ; The Doctor, 1884-47. Life and Correepand- 
enocy edited by Bev. Chas. Cathbert Southey, 1849-50. 
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home at Keswick. It is not properly in the town, 
bnt joBt acrosB the Oreta BiTer, which ninB sonth* 
ward of the town. There, the modest bnt good- 
sized house has been standing for these many 
years upon a grassy knoll, in its little patch of 
quiet lawn, with scattered show of trees — bnt 
never so many as to forbid full yiew up the long 
stretch of Derwent Water. His own hexameters 
shall tell ns something of this yiew : 

^^ I atood at the window beholding 
Mountain and lake and yale ; the TsUey dinobed of lit TerdiM ; 
DerwenI, retaining yet from ere a glaaty reflection 
Where hif expanded breast, then still and smooth as a mirror, 
Under the woods reposed ; the hills that calm and majestic 
Lifted their heads into tlie silent sky, fKm far Qlaramara, 
Bleacrag, and Maidenmawr to Grisedal and westernmost 

Wython, 
Dark and distinct th^ rose. The donds had gathered abore 

them 
Hi^ in the middle air, huge purple i^owy masses, 
While in the West beyond was the kst pale thit of the twi- 

ligh^ 
€hreen as the stream in the glen, whose pure and chrysolite 

watns 
Flow o'er a schistous bed.** 

This may be very tme pictaring ; but it has not the 
abounding flow of an absorbing rural enthusiasm ; 
there is too sharp a search in it for the assonance. 
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the spondees and the alliteration — ^to say noth- 
ing of the mineralogy. Indeed^ though Southey 
loved those country ways and heights^ of which I 
have given yon a glimpse^ and loved his daily walks 
round about Keswick and the Derwent, and loved 
the bracing air of the mountains — I think he 
loved these things as the feeders and comforters 
of his physical rather than of his spiritual nature. 
We rarely happen^ in his verse^ upon such tran- 
scripts of out-of-door scenes as are inthralling, 
and ciq)tivate our finer senses ; nor does he make 
the boughs and blossoms tell such stories as fil- 
tered through the wood-craft of Chaucer. 

Notwithstanding this^ it is to that home of South- 
ey, in the beautiful Lake country, that we must 
go for our most satisfying knowledge of the man. 
He was so wedded to it ; he so loved the murmur 
of the Oreta ; so loved his walks ; so loved the 
country freedom ; so loved his workaday clothes 
and cap and his old shoM ; * so loved his books — 

*Iii a letter to hif friend Bedford (he being then aged 
tfty) he writes : «^I hare taken again to my old coat and old 
•hoet ; dine at the reaeonable hour of four ; enjoy, as I used 
to do, the wholesome indulgence of a nap after dinner," etc. 
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donble-deep in his library, and ronning over into 
hall and parlor and corridors ; loved, too, the chil- 
dren's voices that were aronnd him there — not his 
own only, bnt those always next, and almost his 
own — those of the young Coleridges. These were 
stranded there, with their mother (sister of Mrs. 
Sonthey), owing to the mefal negleot of their 
father — the bard and metaphysician. I do not 
think this n^lect was dne wholly to indifference. 
Coleridge sidled away from his wife and left her 
at Keswick in that old home of his own, — where 
he knew care was good — afraid to encounter her 
dear, honest, discerning — though unsympathetic 
— eyes, while he was putting all resources and all 
subterfuges to the feeding of that opiate craze 
which had fastened its wolfish fangs upon his very 
soul. 

And Southey had most tender and beautiful 
care for those half -discarded children of the '' An- 
cient Mariner." He writes in this playful vein 
to young Hartley (then aged eleven), who is 
away on a short visit : 

'* Mr. Jackaon haf bought a cow, bol he haa had no calf 
since yon left him. EdiUi [hia own daughter] grows like 
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a young giantess, and has a disposition to bite her ann, 
which 70a know is a yeiy foolish trick. Your [pnppj] 
friend Dapper, who is, I belieye, yonr Gk>d-dog, is in good 
health, though he grows every summer graver than the last 
I am desired to send yon as much love as can be enclosed in 
a letter. I hope it will not be charged donble on that ac- 
count at the post-office. But there is Bfrs. Wilson's love, 
Bfr. Jackson's, your Aunt Southey's, your Aunt Lovell's and 
Edith's; with a pwrr from Bona ICarietta [the cat], an 
open-mouthed kiss 'from Herbert [the baby], and three 
wags of the tail from Dapper. I trust they will all arrive 
safe. Tr. dutiful unde.^ 

And the same playfol humor, and disposition 
to eyoke open-eyed wonderment, runs up and down 
the lines of that old story of Bishop Hatto and 
the rats ; and that other smart slap at the barbari- 
ties of war — which young people know, or ought 
to know, as the ** Battle of Blenheim '' — wherein 
old Easpar says, — 

*^ it was a shocking sight 

After the field was won ; 
For many thousand bodies here 

Lay rotting in the sun. 
But things like that, you know, must be. 
After a famous Victory. 

Great praise the Duke of Marlboro* won 
And our good Prince Eugene ; 




J 
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^Wby, *twaf a yeiy wicked thing I* 

Said UtUe Wilbehniiie. 
^Naj— naj— mj little giri,' quoth het 
* It waa a famoiu Victory. ' ** 

Almost eyerybody has encountered these Sonth- 
ejan Yeraee^ and that other, about Mary the 
''Maid of the Inn/' in some one or other of the 
many ''collections'' of drifting poetry. There 
arerery few, too, who have not, someday, read that 
most engaging little biography of Admiral Nelson, 
which tellsy in most straightforward and simple 
and natural way, the romantic story of a life full 
of heroism, and scored witii stains. I do not 
know, but — with most people — a surer and more 
lasting memory of Southey would be cherished by 
reason of those unpretending writings already 
named, and by knowledge of his quiet, orderly, 
idyllic hcone-life among the Lakes of Cumberland 
— tenderly and wisely proTident of the mixed 
housdiold committed to his care— th^ by the 
more ambitious things he did, or by the louder 
life he liyed in the controTersialism and politics 
of the day. 
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Ws Eiwly Ufe. 



To judge bim more nearly we most give a dight 
trace of his history. Bom down in Bristol (in 
whose neighborhood we found, yon will remem- 
ber, Ohatterton, Mistress More, Ooleridge, and 
others) — he was the son of a broken down linen- 
draper, who oould help him little ; but a great 
annt — a starched woman of the Betsey Trotwood 
stamp — oould and did befriend him, until it 
came to her knowledge, on a sudden, that he was 
plotting emigration to the Susquehanna, and plot- 
ting marriage with a dowerless girl of Bristol ; 
then she dropped him, and the guardian aunt 
appears neyermore. 

An uncle, howerer, who is a chaplain in the 
British service, helps him to Oxford — would have 
had him take orders — in which case we should 
haye had, of a certainty, some day. Bishop 
Southey ; and probably a very good one. But he 
has some scruples about the Greed, being over- 
weighted, perhaps, by intercourse with young 
Coleridge on the side of Unitarianism : *^ Every 
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atom of gnas,** he says, ''is worth all the Fa- 
thers.''* He, howeyer, accompanies the uncle 
to Portugal ; dreams dreams and has poetic yis- 
ions there in tiie orange-groyes of Cintra; pro- 
jects, too, a History of Portugal — which project 
unfortunately noTer comes to fulfilment. He falls 
in with the United States Minister, General Hum- 
phreys, who brings to his notice Dwighf s " Con- 
quest of Canaan,'' which Southey is good enough 
to think '' has some merit." 

Thereafter he comes back to his young wife i is 
much in London and thereabout ; coming to know 
Charles Lamb, Sogers, and Moore, with other 
such. He is described at that day as tall — a 
most presentable man — witii dark hair and eyes, 
wonderful arched brows; ''head of a poet," 
Byron said ; looking up and oft, with proud fore- 
taste of the victories he will win ; he has, too, 
very early, made bold literary thrust at that old 
story of Joan of Arc : a good topic, of large human 
interest, but not oyer successfully dealt with by 
him. After this came that extraordinary poem of 

* Letter to Bedford, under date of December, 1798.— 
Lift and CforrtipondeH^ p. 69. 
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Thalaha, the firat of a triad of poems which ex- 
cited great literary wonderment (the others being 
the Ourae of Kehama and Modoc). They are 
rarely heard of now and scarcely known. Beyond 
that fragment from Kehama, beginning 

*^ They sin who tell us Loye can die," 

hardly a page from either has drifted from the 
high sea of letters into those sheltered bays where 
the makers of anthologies ply their trade. Yet no 
weak man conid have written either one of these 
almost forgotten poems of Sonthey; recondite 
learning makes its pulse felt in them; bright 
fancies blaze almost blindingly here and there; 
old myths of Arabia and Welsh fables are galTan- 
ized and brought to life, and set off with special 
knowledge and cumbrous aids of stilted and re- 
dundant prosody ; but all is utterly remote from 
human sympathies, and all as cold — howeyer it 
may attract by its glitter — as the dead hand 

«« Shrivelled, and dry, and black," 

which holds the magic taper in the Dom Danie) 
cavern of Thaldba. 
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A fourth long poem — written mnch later in 
life — Roderick the Ooth, has a m<»e aabetantial 
basis of human story, and so makes larger appeal 
to popular interest; but it had nerer a marked 
suooees. 

Meantime, Southey has not kept olosely by 
London; there haye been per^rinations, and 
huntings for a home «^ for children and books 
must have a settlement Through friends of in- 
fluenoe he had come to a fairly good political ap- 
pointment in Ireland, but has no lore for the bulls 
and blunderbusses which adorn life there ; nor will 
he tutor his patron^s boys— .which also comes 
into the scale of his duties «-^ so giyes up that 
chance of a liyelihood. There is, too, a new trip 
to Portugal with his wife ; and a new reyerent 
and dreamy listening to the rustle of the shining 
leayes of the orange^trees of Cintra. I do not 
think those murmurous tales of the trees of Por- 
tugal, burdened witii old monastic flayers, eyer 
went out of his ears wholly till he died. But 
finally the poet does come to settlement, some- 
where about 1803 — in that Keswick home, where 
we found him at the opening of our chapter. 
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Qrda HaU. 

Coleridge to for awhile a f ellow-tena&t With him 
there^ then blnndei^ away to Grasmere — to Lon- 
don, to Highgate, and into that OTor-strained, 
disorderly life of which we know so much and 
yet not enough* Bnt Sonthey does not lack self- 
possession, or lack poise : he has not indeed so 
much brain to keep on balance ; but he thinks 
excellently well of his own parts ; he is disgnsted 
when people look up to him after hto Irish ap- 
pointm^it — ''as if,^ he said^ ''the aathor of 
Joan of Arc, and of Thcdabaf were made a great 
man by scribing for the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer.'* 

Yet for that poem of ThaiaiOf in a twelye- 
month after issne, he had only received as hto share 
of profits a matter of £3 158. Indeed, Sonthey 
would have fared hardly money-wise in those 
times, if he had not won the favor of a great many 
good and highly placed friends ; and it was only 
four years after his establtohment at Keswick, 
when these friends sncceeded in securing to him 
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an annual Goyemment pension of £200. Landor 
had possibly aided him before this time ; he cer- 
tainly had admired greatly his poems and giyen 
praise that would haye been worth more, if he had 
not spoiled it by rating Southey as a poet so muoh 
aboye Byron, Scott, and Coleridge, ♦ 

In addition to these aids the Quarterly Review 
was set afoot in those days in London — of which 
sturdy defender of Church and State, Southey 
soon became a yirtual pensioner. Moreoyer, with 
his tastes, small moneys went a long way ; he was 
methodical to the last degree; he loyed his old 
coats and habits ; he loyed his marches and count- 

* In the Imagifuirif Convtr$at%on between Southey mnd 
Fonon, Landor makes Ponon say : *^ It is pleasant to find 
two poets [Southey and Wdtdsworth] liring as brothers, and 
particularly when the palm lies between them, with hardly a 
third in si^" 

Lamb, too, in a letter to Bfr. Coleridge (p. 194, Moxon edi- 
tion of 1833, London), says : ^^ On the whole, I expect Southey 
one day to riral Bfilton ; I already deem him equal to Cowper, 
and superior to aU living poets besides." This is apropos of 
Joan of Arty which had then recently appeared. He begins 
his letter: '^With Joan of Are I have been delighted, 
amazed; I had not presumed to expect anything of such ex- 
cellence from Southey." 
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ermarohes among the hills that flank Skiddaw 
better than he loved horses^ or doga^ or guns ; a 
qniet erening in his library with his books, was 
always more relished than ever so good a place at 
Drary Lane. New friends and old brighten tiiat 
retirement for him. He has his yacation runs to 
Edinboro' — to London — to Bristol; the children 
are growing (though there is death of one little 
one — away from home) ; the books are piling np 
in his halls in bigger and always broader ranks. 
He writes of Brazil, of Spanish matters, of new 
poetry, of Nelson, of Society — showing touches 
of his early radicalism, and of a Utopian humor, 
which age and the heavy harness of conventional- 
ism he has learned to wear, do not wholly destroy. 
He writes of Wesley and of the Church — settled 
in those maturer years into a comfortable routine- 
ordered Ghurchism, which does not let too airy a 
conscience prick him into unrest. A good, safe 
monarchist, too, who comes presently, and rightly 
enough — through a suggestion of Qeorge IV., 
then Eegent in place of crazy George III.* — by 

* George IV. was appointed Regent in the year 1811, the 
old king, George III., being then plainly 10 far bereft of hia 
IV.— 3 
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his position as Poet LMureate; and in that o^mk)- 
ity writes a few dismally stiff odes, which are his 
worst work. ETen Wordsworth, who walks OTear 
those Cumberland hills with reyerence, and with a 
pious fondness traces the ** star-shaped shadows on 
the naked stones'' — cannot warm to Southey's 
new gush oyer royalty in his New Year's Odes. 
Ooleridge chafes ; and Landor, we may be sure, 
sniffs, and swears, with a great roar of yoioe, at 
what looks so like to sycophancy. 

To this time belongs that ode whose yengeful 
lines, after the faU of Napdeon, whip round the 
Emperor's misdeeds in a fury of Tory Anglican- 
ism, and call on France to ayenge her wrongs :— ] 

" By the lires which he hath shed, 
By the rain he hath spread, 
By the prayers which rise for corses on his head« 

senses as to incapacitate him eren for intelligent clerical 
senrice. He died, as we shaU find later, in the year 1820, 
when the Regent succeeded, and reigned for ten years. 

The CroktT Faptn (1884), recently published, make men- 
tion of Mr. Croker's interrention in the matter of the be- 
stowal of the Laureate-ship upon Southey. Croker was an 
old friend of Southey, and a trusted go-between in all litei^ 
aiy serrice for the royal household. 
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Bedeem, O Fnnoe, thfne andent ftune I 
Rerenge thy sufFerings and thy shame I 
Open thine eyes I Too long hast thou been blind I 
Take vengeance for thyself and for mankind ! ** 

This seems to me only the oatcry of a tempesta* 

oils British scold ; and yet a late eulogist has the 

effrontery to name it in connection with the great 

prayerful burst of Milton upon the massacre of 

the Waldenses : — 

*^ Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughtered saints whose bones 
lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold.** 

No> no ; Southey was no Milton— does not reach 

to the height of an echo of Milton. 

Yet he was a rare and accomplished man of 
books — of books rather than genius^ I think. An 
excellent type of the yery clever and well-trained 
professional writer, working honestly and steadily 
in the service to which he has put himsdf. Very 
politic, too, in his personal relations. Even 
Garlyle — for a wonder — speaks of him without 
lacerating him. 

In a certain sense he was not insincere ; yet he 
had none of that outspoken exuberant sincerity 
which breaks forth in declaratory speech, before 
the public time-pieces have told us how to pitch 
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our Toic6& Landor had ihis : 80 had Coleridge. 
Sontiiey neyer would have ran away from his wife 
— never; he might didike her; but SocietT^s great 
hamees (if nothing more) would hold him in 
check ; there were conditions nnder which Cole- 
ridge might and did. Sonthey would never over- 
drink or over-tipple; there were conditions (not 
rare) nnder which Coleridge might and did. Yet, 
for all this, I can imagine a something finer in 
the poet of the Ancient Mariner — that felt moral 
chafings far more cmelly; and for real poetic 
unction you might put Thalaba, and Kehama, 
and Madoe all in one scale, and only Christahel 
in the other — and the Southey poems would be 
bounced out of sight. But how many poets of 
the century can put a touch to verse like the 
touch in Christabelt 

The Dodor and Last Shadows. 

I cannot forbear allusion to that curious book — 
little read now — which was publidied by Southey 
anonymously, called The Doctor:^ a book show- 

* The dxth and serenth yolumef appeared after tiie poet'a 
death, in 1S47. 
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ing Tast accumulation of out - of - the - way bits 
of learning — full of quips, and conceits, and 
oddities; there are traces of Sterne in it and of 
Babelais ; but there is little trenchant humor of 
its own. It is a literary jungle ; and all its wit 
sparkles like marsh fire-flies that lead no whither. 
You may wonder at its erudition ; wonder at its 
spurts of meditatiye wisdom ; wonder at its 
touches of scholastic deyemess, and its want of 
any effectiye coherence, but you wonder more at 
its waste of power. Yet he had great pride in 
this book; belieyed it would be read admiringly 
long after him ; enjoyed yastly a boyish dalliance 
— if not a lying by-play — with the secret of its 
authorship ; but he was, I think, greatly aggrieyed 
by its want of the brilliant success he had hoped 
for. 

But sorrows of a more grieyous sort were dawn- 
ing on him. On the yery year before the publi- 
cation of the first yolumes of The Doctor, he writes 
to his old friend, Bedford: ''I haye been parted 
from my wife by something worse than death. 
Forty years she has been the life of my life ; and 
I haye left her this day in a lunatic asylum." 
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But she oomes back within a year — quiets but 
all bedoaded ; looking vacanily upon the faces of 
the honsehold, saddened^ and much thinned now. 
For the oldest boy Herbert is dead years since ; 
and the daughter, Isabel, '^the most radiant creat- 
ure (he says) that I ever beheld, or shall behold ^ 
— dead too; his fayorite nieoe, Sara Coleridge, 
married and gone; his danghter Edith, married 
and gone ; and now that other Edith — his wife 
— looking with an idle stare around the almost 
empty house. It was at this juncture, when all 
but courage seemed taken from him, that Sir 
Bobert Peel wrote, offering the poet a Baronetcy; 
but he was beyond taking heart from any such 
toy as this. He must have felt a grim compla- 
cency — now that his hair was white and his 
shoulders bowed by weight of years and toil, and 
his home so nearly desolate — in refusing the 
empty bauble which Soyalty offered, and in stay- 
ing — plain Sobert Southey. 

Presently thereafter his wife died ; and he, whose 
life had been such a domestic one, strayed round 
the house purposeless, like a wheel spinning 
blindly — off from its axle. Friends, howeyer. 
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took him away with them to Paris ; among these 
friends — that always buoyant and companionable 
Grabb Bobinson^ whose diary is so rich in rem- 
iniscences of the literary men of these times. 
Sonthey's son Cnthbert went with him, and the 
poet made a good mock of enjoying the new 
scenes; plotted great work again — did labor 
heartily on his retnm, and two years thereafter 
committed the indiscretion of manying again: 
the loneliness at Keswick was so great. The 
new mistress he had long known and esteemed ; 
and she (Miss Caroline Bowles) was an excellent, 
kindly, judicious woman — although a poetess. 

But it was never a festive house again. All the 
high lights in that home picture which was set 
between Skiddaw and the Derwent-water were 
blurred. Wordsworth, striding across the hills by 
Dunmail Bise, on one of his rare visits, reports 
that Southey is all distraught ; can talk of noth- 
ing but his books ; and presently — counting only 
by months — it appears that he will not even talk 
of these — will talk of nothing. His hand-writ- 
ing, which had been neat — of which he had been 
proud — went all awry in a great scrawl obliquely 
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athwart the page. For a year or two he is in 
this lost trail ; mnmbling, bat not talking ; seeing 
things — yet as one who sees not; clinging to 
those loved books of his — fondling them; pass- 
ing np and down the library to find this or the 
other Tolnme that had been carefolly cherished — 
taking them from their shelyes ; patting his lips 
to them — then replacing them ; — a year or more 
of this aat(»natic life — the light in him all 
qaenched. 

He died in 1848, and was boned in the pretty 
choroh-yard of Orosthwaite, a short mile away 
from his old home. Within the charch is a beao- 
tifal recamb«it figare of the poet, which eyery 
trayeller shoald see. 

Crdbb Bdbinson. 

I had occasion to name Grabb Bobinson * as 
one of the party accompanying Soathey on his 
last yisit to the Continent. Bobinson was a man 
whom it is well to know something of, by reason 

* Henry Crabb Robinson, b. 1775 ; d. 1867. Diary, Rem' 
tnucenceiy etc. (ed. by Sadler), 1869. 
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of his BoBwell-ian Reminiscences, and because — 
though of comparatively humble origin — he grew 
to be an excellent type of the well-bred, well-read 
club-man of his day — knowing everybody who 
was worth knowing, from Mrs. Siddons to Walter 
Scott, and talking about everybody who was worth 
talking of, from Louis Phillippe to Mrs. Barbauld. 
He was quick, of keen perception — always 
making the most of his opportunities ; had fair 
schooling ; gets launched somehow upon an attor- 
nefs career, to which he never took with great 
enthusiasm. He was an apt French scholar — 
passed four or five years, too, studying in Ger- 
many ; his assurance and intelligence, aptitude, 
and good-nature bringing him to know almost 
everybody of consequence. He is familiar with 
Madame de StaSl — hob-nobs with many of the 
great German writers of the early part of this cent- 
ury — is for a time correspondent of the Times 
from the Baltic and Stockholm ; and from Spain 
also, in the days when Bonaparte is raging over 
the Continent. He returns to London, revives 
old acquaintances, and makes new ones ; knows 
Landor and Dyer and Campbell ; is hail fellow 
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— 88 would seem — with Wordsworth^ Southey^ 
Moore, and Lady Blessington; falls into some 
helpful legacies ; keeps lazily by his legal prac- 
tice ; hnsbands his resources, bnt neyer marries ; 
ponnoes npon every new lion of the day ; hears 
Coleridge lecture ; hears Hazlitt lecture ; hears 
Erskine plead, and goes to play whist and drink 
ponoh with the Lambs. He was full of anec- 
dote, and could talk by the hour. Bogers once 
said to his guests who were prompt at breakfast : 
^^If youVe anything to say, you'd better say it; 
Crabb Bobinson is coming.'' He talked on all 
subjects with average aouteness, and more than 
average command of language, and little graceful 
subtleties of social speech — but with no special 
or penetrative analysis of his subject-matter. The 
very type of a current, popular, well-reoeived 
man of the town — good at cards — good at a 
club dinner — good at supper — good in travel 

— good for a picnic — good for a lady's tea-fight. 
He must have written reams on reams of letters. 

The big books of his Diary and Beminiscences * 

• Bett editioa If that of Macmillan, London, 1869. 
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which I commend to 70a for their amnsing and 
most entertaining goesipi contained only a most 
inconsiderable part of his written leavings. 

He took admirable care of himself; did not 
permit exposure to dranghts — to indigestions^ or 
to bad company of any sort. Withal he was char- 
itable — was particular and fastidious; always 
knew the best rulings of society about ceremony, 
and always obeyed; nerer wore a dress-coat 
oounter to good form. He was an ezoellent lis- 
tener — especially to people of title; was a judi- 
cious flatterer — a good friend and a good fellow ; 
dining out fire days in the week, and liying thus 
till ninety : and if he had lived till now, I think 
he weuld have died — dining out. 

Mr. Bobinson was not very strong in literary 
criticism. I quote a bit from his Diary , that will 
show, perhaps as well as any, his method and 
jange. It is dated June 6, 1812 : 

^* Sent Peter Bell to Chas. Lamb. To my surpriBe, he 
does not like it. He oomplaina of the slowness of the narra- 
Uve — as if that were not the art of the poet. He says 
Wordsworth has great thoughts, but has left them ont here. 
[And then continues in his own person.] In the perplex- 
ity arising from the diyerse Judgments of those to whom I 
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•m accostomed to look up, I hftve no rego or ee but in the 
detenninition to disregud all opinioiis, and tniat to the 
fimple impreMion made on 1117 own mind. When Ladj 
Kackintoth was once stating to Coleridge her disregard of 
the beauties of nature, which men commonly aifect to ad- 
mire, he said his friend Wordsworth had described her feel- 
ing, and quoted three lines from ^ Pd^r BtU: ' 

* A primrose by a river brim 

* A yellow primrose was to him, 

* And it was nothing more.' 

«««Tes,' said Lady BCacUntosh— «that is predsdy ny 
case."* 

Thamaa De Quincey. 

On the same page of that Diary — where I go 
to yerif 7 this quotation — is this entry : 

«^At four o'clock dined in the [Temple] Hall with De 
Quincey, * who was rery ciTil to me, and cordially iuTlted me 
to Tisit his cottage in Cumberland. Like myself, he is an 
enthusiast for Wordsworth. His person is small, his com- 
plexion fair, and his air and manner are those of a sickly 
and enfeebled man." f 

* Thomas De Qdncey, b. 1785; d. 1859. C(mft$non» of 
an Englitk Opium EcOtr^ 1881. Complete edition of works, 
1858-55. X^s cmd Writing* : H. A. Fage^ 8 toIs. London, 
1877. 

tThe entry is of 1818, p. 891, chap. xr. ICaemillan's 
editi<m. London, 1869. 



Some twenty-seyen years before the date of this 
enconnter^ the sickly looking man was bom near 
to Manchester^ his father being a well-to-do mer- 
chant there — whose affairs took him often to 
Portagal and Madeira, and whose inyalidism kept 
him there so much that the son scarce knew him ; 
— remembers only how his father came home one 
day to his great country house — pale, and propped 
np with pillows in the back of his carriage — came 
to die. His mother, left with wealth enough for 
herself and children, was of a stem Galyinistic 
sort ; which fact giyes a streak of unpleasant color 
here and there to the son's reminiscences. He is 
presently at odds with her about the Bath school 
— where he is taught — she haying moyed into 
Somersetshire, whereabout she knows Mistress 
Hannah More ; the boy comes to know this lady 
too, with much reyerence. The son is at odds with 
his mother again about Eton (where, though 
neyer a scholar, he has glimpses of George 
ni. — gets a little gmnted talk eyen, from the 
old king) — and is again at odds with the 
mother about the Manchester Grammar School : 
so much at odds here, that he takes the bit 
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fairly in his month, and rnns away with Eurip- 
idea in his pocket Then he goes wandering 
in Wales — gypsy-like — and from there strikes 
across country blindly to London, where he be- 
comes gypsy indeed* He bargains with Jews to 
adyance money on his expectations : and with this 
money for ''sinker,^ he sounds a depth of sin and 
misery which we may gness at, by what we know, 
bat which in their fulness, eren his galloping 
pen never told. Into some of those depths his 
friends traced him, and patched up a truce, which 
landed him in Oxford. 

Quiet and studious here at first — he is repre- 
sented as a rare talker, a little given to wine — 
writing admiring letters to Wordsworth and oth- 
ers, who were his gods in those days; falling 
somehow into taste for that drug which for so 
many years held him in its grip, body and 
soul. The Oxford career being finished after a 
sort, there are saunterings through London streets 
again — evenings with the Lambs, with Godwin, 
and excursions to Somersetshire and the Lakp 
country, where he encounters and gives nearer 
worship to the poetic gods of his idolatry. Al« 
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ways shy^ but earnest ; most interesting to stran- 
gers — with his pale face, high brow and lightning 
glances ; talking too with a winning flow and an 
exuberance of epithet that somewhiles amounts to 
brilliancy : no wonder he was tenderly entreated 
by good Miss Wordsworth ; no wonder the poet 
of the ^'Doe of Bylstone'' enjoyed the titillation 
of such fresh, bright praises I 

So De Quincey at twenly-four became house- 
holder near to Grasmere — in the cottage I spoke 
of in the opening of the chapter — once occupied 
by Wordsworth, and later by Hartley Coleridge. 
There, on that pretty shelf of the hills — scarce 
lifted above Rydal-water, he gathers his books — 
studies the mountains — provokes the gossip of 
all the pretty Dalesmen^s daughters — lives there 
a bachelor, eight years or more — ranging round 
and round in bright autumnal days with the 
sturdy John Wilson (of the Nodes Ambrosiana) 
— cultivating intimacy with poor crazy Lloyd 
(who lived nearby) — studying all anomalous char- 
acters with curious intensity, and finding anom- 
alies where others found none. Meantime and 
through all, his sensibilities are kept wrought 
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to feyer heat by the opiate drinks — always flank- 
ing him at his table ; and he, so dreadfully wonted 
to those deyilish drafts, that — on some occasions 
— he actnally consumes within the twenty-four 
hours the equiyalent of seyen full wine-glasses 
of laudanum I No wonder the quiet Bales-people 
looked dubiously at the light burning in those 
cottage windows far into the gray of morning, 
and counted the pale-faced, big-headed man l<x 
something uncanny. 

In these days comes about that strange episode 
of his mad attachment to the little elfin child— 
Catharine Wordsworth — of whom the poet-father 

wrote : — 

«^ Solitude to her 
Wat blithe society, who filled the air 
With gladness and inTolaiitary songs. 
Light were her saUies, as the tripping fawn's, 
Forth startled from the form where she lay coached ; 
Unthonght of, unexpected, as the stir 
Of the soft breeze mi&ing the meadow flowers.** 

Yet De Quincey, arrogantly interpreting the 
deep-seated affections of that father's heart, says, 
*' She was no fawrite with Wordsworth ; '* but he 
''himself was blindly, doatingly, fascinated'' by 
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this child of three. And of her deaths before she 
is four, when De Qnincey is on a visit in London^ 
he says, with crazy exaggeration : 

''Never, perhaps, from the fonndatioiis of those mighty 
hilla was there so fierce a conTolsion of grief as mastered my 
faculties on receiving that heart-shattering news. ... I 
had always riewed her as an impersonation of the dawn and 
the spirit of infancy. • • . I retomed hastily to Gras- 
mere; stretched myself erery night, for more than two 
months mnning, upon her grare ; in fact often passed the 
night upon her grave ... in mere intensity of sick, 
frantic yearning after neighborhood to the darling of my 
heart" • 

This is a type of his ways of feeling, and of his 
living, and of his speech — ^tending easily to all 
manner of extravagance : black and white are too 
tame for his nerve-exaltation ; if a friend looks 
sharply, "his eye glares;'* if disturbed, he has a 
''tumult of the brain ; *' if he doubles his fist, his 
gestures are the wildest ; and a well-built son and 
daughter of a neighbor Dalesman are the images 
of *' Ooriolanus and Valeria.*' 

* Page 215 ; vol. ii , Eem4ni9cence$. Boston Edition. 

IV.-8 
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Mcurriage ami ether Flights. 

At ihirtj-one^ or thereabout, De Qainoej mar- 
ried the honest daughter of an honest yeoman of 
the neighborhood. She was sensible (except her 
marriage invalidate the term), was kindly, was 
long-soSering, and yet was yery human. I sus- 
pect the interior of that cottage was not always 
like the islands of the blessed. Mr. Froude would 
perhaps hare enjoyed lifting the roof from sudi a 
house. Many children were bom to that strangely 
coupled pair,— some of them still liying and most 
worthy. 

It happens by and by to this impractical man, 
from whose disorderly and always open hand in- 
herited moneys have slipped away ; it happens — 
I say — that he must earn his bread by his own 
toil ; so he projects great works of philosophy, of 
political economy, which are to revolutionize opin- 
ions ; but they topple over into opium dreams be- 
fore they are realized. He tries editing a county 
paper, but it is nought. At last he utilizes even 
his vices, and a chapter of the Confessions of an 
Opium Eater, in the London Magazine, draws 
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swift attention to one whose language is as viyid 
as a flame ; and he lays bare^ without qualm, his 
own quivering sensibilities. This spurt of work, 
or some new craze, takes him to London, away 
from his family. And so on a sudden, that idyl 
of life among the Lakes becomes for many years 
a tattered and blurred page to hinu He is once 
more a denizen of the great city, liying a shy, her- 
mit existence there ; long time in a dim back- 
room of the publisher Bohn% in Bedford Street, 
near to Ooyent Garden. He sees Proctor and 
Hazlitt odd-whiles, and Hood, and still more of 
the Lambs ; but he is peeyish and distant, and 
finds largest company in the jug of laudanum 
which brings swift succeeding dreams and stu- 
pefaction. 

We will hare a taste of some of his wild writ- 
ing of those days. He is speaking of a dream. 

** The dream commeiiced with a music of preparation and 
of awakening suspense ; a mnsic like the opening of the Coro- 
nation Anthem, and which, like that, gave- the feeling of a 
rast march; of infinite caralcades filing off, and the tread 
of innumerable armies. The morning was come of a mighty 
day, a day of crisis and of final hope for boman nature, then 
suffering some mysterious eclipse, and laboring in some 
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dread eztrendtj. Somewberet I knew not wh w? icmtboir, I 
knew not how— by tome beings, I knew not whom— a battle, 
a ftrife, an agony was conducting, waf erolring Hke a great 
drama or a i^ece of mnsic. ... I bad the power, and 
yet bad not the power to decide it . . . for the wei|^t of 
twenty Atlantes was upon me as the oppression of inez^able 
goilt. Deeper than erer plnmmet sounded, I lay inactiye. 
Then, like a choros, the passion deepened ; there came sndden 
alarms, burying to and fro, trei^dations of innnmerable 
fogitires, I know not whether from the good cause or the 
bad; darkness and lights; tempest and human faces; and at 
last, with the sense that all was lost, female forms, and the 
features that were worth all the world to me, and but a mo- 
ment allowed —and clasped hands and heart-breaking part- 
ings, and then ererlasting farewells 1 and with a sifi^ such as 
the cares of hell sighed when the incestuous mother uttered 
the aUiorred name of Death, the sound was rererberated — 
ererlasting farewells I and again, and yet again rererberated 
— ererlasting farewells 1 " 

Some years later he drifts again to Grasmere, 
but only to plnck np root and branch that home 
with wife and children^ — so wonted now to the 
pleasant sounds and sights of the Lake waters and 
the monntains — and to transport them to Edin- 
boro', where, through Professor Wilson, he has 
promise of work which had began to fail him in 
London. 

There, — though he has the introduction which 
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a idaoe at the tayem table of Father Ambrose 
gives — he is a lonely man ; pacing solitary^ some- 
times in the shadow of the Castle Rock^ some- 
times in the shadow of the old houses of the 
Canongate; always preoccnpied, dose-lipped^ 
brooding, and never without that wretched opium- 
comforter at his home. It was in Blackwood 
(1827) he first published the well known essay on * 
^^ Murder as a Fine Art,'' — ^perhaps the best known 
of all he wrote; there^ too, he committed to 
paper, in the stress of his necessities, those sketchy 
Reminiscences of his Lake life ; loose, disjointed, 
ill-considered, often sent to press without any re- 
vision and full of strange coined words. I note 
at random, such as novel-ish erector (for builder), 
lambencies, apricating, aculeated; using words 
not rarely, etymologically, and for some recondite 
sense attaching. Worse than this, there is dreary 
tittle-tattle and a pulling away of decent domestic 
drapery from the lives of those he had professed to 
love and honor ; tedious expatiation, too, upon the 
scandal-mongering of servant-maids, with illustra- 
tions by page on page ; and yet, for the matter of 
gossip, he is himself as fertile as a seamstress or a 
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monthly nnne^ and as oYorflowing and brazen as 
any newspaper yon may name. 

Bnt here and there^ even amid his dreariest 
pages, yon see, qnivering — some gleams of his 
old strange power — a thmst of keen thought 
that bewilders yon by its penetration — a glowing 
fancy that translates one to wondrons heights of 
poetic vision ; and oftener yet, and over and over, 
shows that mastery of the finesse (A langnage by 
which he commands the most attenuated reaches 
of his thought, and whips them into place with 
a snap and a sting. 

Yet, when all is said, I think we must count 
the best that he wrote only amongst the curiosi- 
ties of literature, rather than with tiie manna 
that fen for fainting souls in the wildemess. 

De Quincey died in Edinburgh, in 1869, aged 
seyenty-four. 



CHAPTER IL 

IN our lart chapter we took a breesy morning 
walk aii^d the Lake scenery of England — 
more particularly that portion of it which lies 
between the old homes of Wordsworth and of 
Sonthey ; we found it a thirteen-mile stretch of 
road, coiling along narrow meadows and over giay 
heights — beside monntains and monntain tarns 
—with Helyellyn lifting mid-way and Skiddaw 
towering at the end. We had onr talk of Dr. 
Sonthey — so brave at his work — so generous in 
his home charities — so stiff in his Clhurdhism 
and latter-day Toryism — with a yery keen eye 
for beauty; yet writing poems — stately and 
masterful — which long ago went to the top- 
shelves, and stay there. 

We had our rough and ready interviews with 
that first of ''War Correspondents'' — Henry 
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Orabb Bobinson — who knew all the prominent 
men of this epoch, and has given ns sach enter- 
taining chit-chat aboat them, as we all listen 
to, and straightway forget. Afterwards we had 
a look at that strange, intellectual, disorderly 
creature De Quincey — he living a long while in 
the Lake Country-^ and in his more inspired 
moments seeming to carry us by his swift words, 
into that mystical region lying beyond the borders 
of what we know and see. He swayed men ; but 
he rarely taught them, or fed thenu 

Christopher North. 

We still linger about those oharmingest of 
country places; and by a wooden gateway — ad- 
joining the approach to Windermere Hotel — 
enter upon the ''EUeray woods,'' amid which 
lived — eighty years ago — that stalwart friend of 
De Qaincey's, whose acquaintance he made among 
the Lakes, and who, like himself, was a devoted 
admirer of Wordsworth. Lideed, I think it was 
at the home of the latter that De Quincey first 
encountered the tall, lusty John Wilson — brim* 
f ul of enthusiasm and all country ardors ; brimful. 
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too, of gush, and all poetic nndulations of speech. 
He * was a native of Paisley — his father having 
been a rich manufacturer there — and had come to 
spend his abundant enthusiasms and his equally 
abundant moneys between Wordsworth and the 
mountains and Windermere. He has his fleet 
of yachts and barges upon the lake ; he knows 
every pool where any trout lurk — every height 
that gives far-off views. He is a pugilist, a 
swimmer, an oarsman — making the hills echo 
with his jollity, and dashing off through the 
spiingy heather with that slight, seemingly frail 
De Qninoey in his wake— who only reaches to his 
shoulder, but who is all compact of nerve and 
muscla For Oreek they are fairly mated, both 
by love and learning ; and they can and do chant 
together the choral songs of heathen tragedies. 
This yellow-haired, blue-eyed giant, John Wil- 

* John Wilfon, b. 1785 ; d. 1854 ; better known as Chrit- 
topher North, his psendonjm in BUuhwood. The Itie of 
Ftilmi^ 1811 ; The CUy of the Plague, 1816 ; BeereoHone of 
Ckr%8topher NorO^ 1842. In 1851 a ciTilrlist pension of 
£800 was conferred upon him. His jonnger brother James 
Wilson was a well-known naturalist, and author of The Rod 
andih€ Chm* 
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son — not BO well-known now as he was nxty yean 
ago — we coU^ians greatly admiied in tiiat far-off 
day. He had written the hU of Palms, and was 
responsible for much of the wit and dash and 
merriment which sparkled oyer the early pages 
of BlackfooocTs Magazine — in the chapters of the 
NocUs Ambroiianm and in many a paper besides : 
— he had his first nniyersity training at Glaq^ow ; 
had a brief loye-episode there also, which makes 
a prettily ooy appearance on the pleasant pages 
of the biography of Wilson which a daaj^t^ 
(Hjs, (Gordon) has compiled* After Ola^gow came 
Oxford ; and a characteristic bit of his later writ- 
ing; which I cite, will show yon how Oxf <Nrd im- 
pressed him : — 

^'HsTing bidden farewell to our sweet nttiTe BooUand, 
sod kiBsed ere we parted, the grasa and the flewera with a 
show of filial teara » haTing bidden farewell to all her ^ena, 
now ft-gUmmer in the blended li^ of jmagination and 
memoxy, with thdr caima and Udca, their low-chimnejed 
hnta, and their high-tnrreted balls, their free-flowing rlTera, 
and lochs dashing like seas » we were all at onoe bnxied not 
in tiie dmnierkn i^oom, bvt the Cemlean glitter of Ozfoxd'a 
Aneimt Aendemic grores. The genins of the place fdl npon 
vs. Tes I we hear now, in the renewed delight of the awe of 
our joathfol spirit, the pealing organ in that Chapel called 
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the Beantifiil; we see the Saints on the stained windows; at 
the Altar the pictiire of One up Calyary meeklj ascending. 
It seemed then that onr hearts had no need even of the kind- 
ness of kindred — of the country where we were bom, and 
that had receired the conthraed blesrings of our enlarging 
lore I Yet away went, eren then, sometimes, onr thoughts 
to Scotland, like carrier-pigeons wafdng lore messages be- 
neath their unwearied wings." * 

We should count this, and justly^ rather oyer- 
flne writing nowadays* Yet it is thronghont 
stamped with the pecnliarities of Christopher 
North ; he cannot help his delightfally wanton 
play with language and sentiment ; and into what- 
eyer sea of topics he plnnged — early or late in 
life — he always came np glittering with the beads 
and sparkles of a highly charged rhetoric Olose 
after Oxford comes that idyllic life f in Winder* 



• " Old North and Tonng North." BlaOBwood^ June, 1888. 

t Dorothy Wordsworth, under date of 1809, writes to her 
friend, Lady Beaumont— ^' Surely I hare spoken to you of 
Mr. ynison, a young man of some fortune, who has built a 
house in a rery fine situation not far from Bowness. . • . 
He has from boyhood been a passionate admirer of my 
brother's writings. [And again.] We all, including Mr. 
Be Quincey and Coleridge, hare been to pay the Bachdor 
(TniM>n) a Tisit, and we enjoyed ourselves yery much in a 
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mere to which I have referred. Fonr or more 
years pass there ; his trees grow there ; his new 
roads — hewn through the forests — wind there; 
he plots a new house there ; he climhs the moan- 
tains ; he is bnsj with his boats. Somewhat later 
he marries ; he does not lose his old lore for the 
poets of the Oreek anthology ; he has children 
bom to him ; he breeds game fowls, and looks 
after them as closely as a New England fanner's 
wife after her poultry ; but with him poetry and 
poultry go together. There are old diaries of his 
— into which his daughter gives us a peep — that 
show such entries as this : — '' The small Paisley 
hen set herself 6th of July, with no fewer than 
nine eggs;'' and again — ''Bed pullet in Josie's 
bam was set with eight eggs on Thursday ; ^ and 
square against such memoranda, and in script as 
careful, will appear some bit of Terse like this : — 

«^ Oh, fairy childl what can I wish for thee ? 
Like a perennial flowret maj'st thon be, 

pleaaanl miztore of merriment, and thonghtfnl diaconrte. 
• . . He ia now twenty-three years of age." — Coleorton Let' 
l0rf, ToL ii, p. 91. 
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That spends its life in beanty and in bUst ; 
Soft on thee fall the breath of time, 
And still retain in hearenly clime 
The bloom that charms in this." 

He wrote, too, while living there above Winder- 
mere, his poem of the Isle of Palms; having a 
fair success in the early quarter of this century, 
but which was quickly put out of sight and hear- 
ing by the brisker, martial music of Scott, and by 
the later and more vigorous and resonant verse of 
Byron. 

Indeed, Wilson's poetry was not such as we 
would have looked for from one who was a 
"varra bad un to lick'* at a wrestling bout, 
and who made the splinters fly when his bludgeon 
went thwacking into a page of controversial prose. 
His verse is tender ; it is graceful ; it is delicate ; 
it is full of languors too ; and it is tiresome — a 
gentle girlish treble of sound it has, that you can 
hardly associate with this brawny mass of man- 
hood. 

Wilson in Scotland. 

But all that delightful life amidst the woods of 
Elleray — with its game-cocks, and boats, and 
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mountain ramUes, and alumtod ohonu of Prome- 
ihoiu — c<Hnai to a sharp end. The inherited 
fortune of the poet, by some oriminal carolcM 
nees or knayery of a relatiTe, goes in a day ; and 
our fine stalwart wrestler most go to Edinboro' 
to wrestle with the fates. There he ooqnets 
for a time with law; bnt presently falls into 
pleasant affiliation with old Mr. Blackwood (who 
was a remarkable man in his way) in the oondnot 
of his magazine. And then came the tmmpet 
blasts of mingled wit, brajado, and tenderness, 
which broke into those pages, and which made 
young coll^;e men in England or Scotland or 
America, fling up their hats for Christopher 
North. Not altogether a safe guide, I think, 
as a rhetorician ; too much bounce in him ; too 
little self-restraint; too much of glitter and irides- 
cence ; but, on the other hand — bating some 
blackguardism — he is brimful of life and hearti- 
ness and merriment — lighted up with scholarly 
hues of color. 

There was associated with Wilson in those days, 
in work upon Blackwood, a young man — whom 
we may possibly not ha?e occasion to speak of 
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i^ain^ and yet who is worthy of mention. I mean 
J« G. Loi^hartj* who afterwards became son-in- 
law and the biographer of Walter Scott — a slight 
young fellow in that day, yery erect and prim ; 
wearing his hat well forward on his heavy brows, 
and so shading a face that was thin, clean cut, 
handsome, and which had almost the darkness 
of a Spaniard's. He pat his rapier-like thrusts 
into a good many papers which the two wrought 
at together. All his life he loyed literary digs 
with his stiletto — which was yery sharp — and 
when he left Edinboro to edit the Quarterly 
Review in London (as he did in after days) he 
took his stiletto with him. There are scenes in 
that uneyenly written Lockhart story of Adam 
Blair — hardly known now — which for thrilling 
passion, blazing out of clear sufficiencies of 
occasion, would compare well with kindred scenes 
of Scott's own, and which score deeper colorings 



* John Gibson Lockhart, b. 1794 ; d. 1854. Connected 
with Blackwood^ 1818 ; Adam Blair^ 1822; with Quarterly 
Reviewy 1826-53 ; Ancient SpanUh Ballads^ 1828 ; Memoire 
of WdUer ScoUy 1836-38. Recent Life of LoOekarty hj An- 
drew Lang. 2 Tola., 8to. Ninuno, London. 
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of human woe and lores and remone than belong 
to meet modern stories ; not lighted^ indeed^ with 
hnmor ; not entertaining with anecdote ; not em- 
broidered with arch»ol<^ knowledge ; not rat- 
tling with oomscating social fireworks, bat — 
snbtley psychologic, tonching the yery marrow of 
our common manhood with a pen both sharp and 
fine. We remember him, howeyer, most gratefully 
as the charming biographer of Scott, and as the 
accomplished translator of certain Spanish ballads 
into which he has pat — under fiowing English 
yerse — all the clashing of Gordoyan castanets, 
and all the jingle of the war stirmps of the Moors. 
We return now to Professor Wilson and propose 
to tell you how he came by that title. It was 
after only a few years of work in connection 
with Blackwood that the Chair of Moral Phi- 
losophy in Edinboro' University — which had been 
held by Dugald Stewart, and later by Dr. Thomas 
Brown — fell yacant; and at once the name of 
Wilson was pressed by his friends for the position. 
It was not a little odd that a man best known by 
two delicate poems, and by a bold swashbuckler 
sort of magazine writing should be put forward 



PROFESSOR WILSON. 49 

— in sach a staid city as Edinboro^ and against 
such a candidate as Sir William Hamilton — for a 
Ohair which had been held by Dugald Stewart I 
But he focts so pat forward, and successfully; 
Walter Scott and the Government coming to his 
aid. Upon this, he went resolutely to study in 
the new line marked out for him ; his rods and 
guns were, for the time, hung upon the wall ; his 
wrestling frolics and bouts at quarter-stafF, and 
suppers at the Ambrose tavem, were laid under 
limitations. He put a conscience and a pertinac- 
ity into his labor that he had neyer put to any 
intellectual work before.* But there were very 

* Mrs. Gordon sajs, quoting from her mother's record : 
Mr. Wilson is as busy studying as possible ; indeed, he has 
little time before him for his great task ; he says it will take 
one month at least to make out a catalogue of the books he 
has to read and consult. I am perfectly appalled when I go 
into the dining-room and see all the folios, quartos, and 
duodecimos, with which it is literally filled ; and the poor 
culprit himself sitting in the midst, with a beard as long and 
red as an ancient carrot ; for he has not shared for a fort- 
night. P. 215, Memoir of John WUson. We are sorry to see 
that Mr. Lang, in his recent Life of Lockhart (1897), pp. 
185-6-7-8, has put some disturbing cross-coloring (perhaps 
justly) upon the pleasant portrait which Mrs. Gordon has 
drawn of Christopher North. 
IV.-4 
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many people in Edinboro' who had been aggriered 
by the appointment — largelj^ too^ among those 
from whom his papila wonld come. There was, 
naturally, great anxiety among his friends re- 
specting the opening of the first session. An 
eye-witness says : — 

^ I went prepared to Join in a cabd which was formed to 
pot him down. The lectore-ioom was crowded to the ceiling. 
Sooh a collection of hard -browed, icowling Scotraien, 
muttering OTer their knob-etickf, I nerer saw. The Pro- 
fessor entered with a bold step, amid profound silence. 
ETery one expected sMne deprecatory, or propitiatory intro- 
duction of himself and his subject, upon which the mass was 
to decide against him, reason or no reason ; bnt he began 
with a Toice of thunder right into the matter of his lecture* 
kept np^onflinchin^y and unhesitatingly, without a pause — 
a flow of rhetoric such as Dugald Stewart or Dr. Brown, his 
predecessors, nerer delirered in the same place. Not a 
word — not a murmur escaped his capdrated audience; and 
at the end they gave him a right-down unanimous burst of 
applause."* 

From that time forth, for thirty years or more^ 
John Wilson held the place, and won a popnlarity 

*Mrs. Ckndon's Memoir cf John WUson^ p. 223. The 
statement is credited to the author of Th$ Two Conto$, 
Middleton, New York, 1868. 
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with his annaal relays of pnpils that was un- 
exampled and unshaken. Better lectures in his 
province may very possibly have been written by 
others elsewhere — more dose^ more compact, 
more thoroughly thought out, more methodic. 
His were not patterned after Beid and Stewart ; 
indeed, not patterned at all ; not wrought into a 
burnished system, with the pivots and cranks of 
the old school-men all in their places. But 
they made up a series — continuous, and lapping 
each into each, by easy confluence of topic — of 
discourses on moral duties and on moral relations, 
with full and brilliant illustrative talk — some- 
times in his heated moments taking on the gush 
and exuberance of a poem ; other times bristling 
with reminiscences ; yet full of suggestiveness, 
and telling as much, I think, on the minds of his 
eager and receptive students as if the rhetorical 
brilliancies had all been plucked away, and some 
master of a duller craft had reduced his words to a 
stiff, logical paradigm. 

From this time forward Professor Wilson lived 
a quiet, domestic, yet fully occupied life. He 
wrote enormously for the magazine with which 
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his name had become identified ; there is aearoe a 
break in his thirty years' teachings in the nniyer- 
sity ; there are sometimes brief interludes of trayel ; 
journeys to London ; flights to the Highlands ; 
there are breaks in his domestic drde^ breaks in 
the larger circle of his friends ; there are twinges 
of the gout and there come wrinkles of age ; but 
he is braver to resist than most ; and for years on 
years eyerybody knew that great gaunt figure^ with 
blue eyes and hair flying wild, striding along Edin- 
boro streets. 

His poems haye indeed almost gone down under 
the literary horizon of to-day ; but one who has 
known BUwktaood of old, can hardly wander any- 
where amongst the Highlands of Scotland without 
pleasant recollections of Christopher North and of 
the musical brayuras of his speech. 

Thomas CampbdL 

Another Scotsman, who is worthy of our atten- 
tion for a little time, is one of a different order ; 
he is stiff, he is prim, he is almost priggish ; he is 
so in his young days and he keeps so to the yery 
last 
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A Terse or two from one of the little poems he 
wrote will bring him to yonr memory : 

(( On Linden when the ran waa low, 
All bloodless laj the untrodden snow, 
And dark as winter was the flow, 
Of Iser, rolling n^idly." 

And {^ain : 

Then shook the hills with thunder rfyen, 
Then rushed the steed to battle driyen, 
And louder than the bolts of heaven. 
Far flashed the red artillery." 

If Thomas Campbell * had never written any- 
thing more than that page -long story of the 
'^ Battle of Hohenlinden/' his name wonld have 
gone into all the anthologies, and his verse into all 
those school-books where boys for seventy years 
now have ponnded at his martial metre in fnriesof 
declamation. And yet this bit of martial verse, so 
fall of the breath of battle, was, at the date of its 
writing, rejected by the editor of a small provin- 

• Thomas CampbeU, b. 1777; d. 1844. TU Fteoiurei cf 
Sbpty 1799; Gertrude of Wyoming^ 1809; Lift of Ptira/raii 
1841 ; Dr. Beattie's Life, 1850. 
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cial jonrnal in Scotland — as not coming np to the 
trne poetic standard ! * 

I haye spoken of Campbell as a Scotsman; 
though after only a short stay in Scotland — fol- 
lowing his uniyersity career at Glasgow — and a 
staryeling tonr npon the Continent (ont of which 
flashed ^^ Hohenlinden '^ — he went to London; 
and there or thereabout spent the greater part of 
the residue of a long life. He had affiliations of 
a certain sort with America^ out of which may 
possibly haye grown his Oertruds of Wyoming; 
his father was for much time a merchant in Fal- 
mouth, Virginia, about 1770 ; being howeyer a 
strong loyalist, he returned in 1776. A brother 
and an uncle of the poet became established in 
this country, and an American Campbell of this 
stock was connected by marriage with the family 
of Patrick Henry. 

The first coup by which Campbell won his liter- 
ary spurs, was a bright, polished poem — with its 
couplets all in martinet-like order — called the 
Pleasures of Hope, We all know it, if for noth- 

• Macliu portrait OaUery^ London, 1S8S (which dtM In 
confinnation, NoUm and Queries^ December 13, 1862). 
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ing more, by reason of the sympathetic allusion 
to the woes of Poland : 

*« Ah, bloodiest picture in the book of time I 
Sannatia fellf unwept, without a crime; 
Found not a generona friend, a pitying foe, 
Strength in her arms nor mercy in her woe I 
Dropped from her nerreleis grasp the shattered spear, 
Closed her bright eye and cnrbed her high career, 
Hope for a season bade the world farewell, 
And freedom shrieked as Kosdosko felll " 

Even at so late a date as the death of Oampbell 
(1844), when they buried him in Westminster Ab« 
bey, close upon the tomb of Sheridan, some grate- 
ful Pole secured a handful of earth from the grave 
of Kosciusko to throw upon the coffin of the poet. 

But in addition to its glow of liberalism, this 
first poem of Campbell was, measured by all the 
old canons of yerse, thoroughly artistic. Its 
panses, its rhymes, its longs and shorts were of the 
best prize order ; eyen its errors in matters of fact 
haye an academic tinge— as, for instance, — 
*«0n Erie's banks, where tigers steal along!** 

The truth is, Mr. Oampbell was neyer strong in 
his natural history ; he does not scruple to put 
flamingoes and palm trees into the yalley of Wy- 
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oming. Another reason why the first poem of 
Campbell^ written when he was only twenty-one, 
came to snch snccees, was the comparatiydy clear 
field it had. The date of publication was at the 
end of the century. Byron was in his boyhood ; 
Scott had not published his Xay of the Last 
Minstrel (1805) ; Southey had printed only his 
Joan of Arc (1796)^ which few people read ; the 
same may be said of Lander's Oebir, (1797) ; 
Gowper was an old story ; Bogers's Pleasures of 
Memory (1792), and Moore's transition of 
Anacreon (1799-1800), were the more current 
things with which people who loyed fresh poetry 
could r^ale themselyes. The Lyrical Ballads of 
Wordsworth and Coleridge had indeed been 
printed, perhaps a year or two before, down in 
Bristol; but scarce any one read /A^e; few bought 
them; *and yet — in that copy of the Lyrical 
Ballads was Ijing perdu — almost unknown and 
uncared for — the " Bime of the Ancient Mariner.'' 

* De Qoincey lays that he was the only man in all Europe 
who quoted Wordaworth as early as 1809. Yet, per cotUra^ 
the Lyrical BcUladt had warm praises from Jeffrej (in 
Monthly Review) and from Southey (in (7ri^Mo/)~«howing 
that the finer ears had cangfat the new notes from Helicon. 
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Oertrude of Wyoming, a poem^ written at 
Sydenham, near London, about 1807, and which, 
sixty years ago, every good American who was 
collecting books thought it necessary to place upon 
his shelves, I rarely find there now. It has not the 
rhetorical elaboration of Campbell's first poem; 
never won its success ; there are bits of war in it, 
and of massacre, that are gorgeously encrimsoned, 
and which are laced through and through with 
sounds of fife and warwhoop ; but the landscape 
is a disorderly exaggeration (I have already hinted 
at its palm trees) and its love-tale has only the 
ardors of a stage scene in it ; we know where the 
tragedy is coming in, and gather up our wraps so 
as to be ready when the curtain falls. 

He was a bom actor — in need (for his best 
work) of the foot-lights, the on-lookers, the trom- 
bone, the bass-drum. He never glided into vic- 
tories of the pen by natural inevitable movement 
of brain or heart ; he stopped always and every- 
where to consider hiapose. 

There is little of interest in Campbell's personal 
history ; he married a cousin ; lived, as I said, 
mostly in London, or its immediate neighborhood. 
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He had two sons — one dying young, and the 
other of weak mind — lingering many years — a 
great grief and source of anxiety to his father^ who 
had the reputation of being exacting and stem in 
his family. He edited for a long time the New 
Monthly Magazine^ and wrote much for it, but 
is represented to haye been, in its condnct, care- 
less, hypercritical, and dilatory. He lectared, too, 
before the Boyal Institute on poetry ; read ora- 
torically and showily — his subject matter being 
semi-philosophical, with a great air of learning 
and academically dry ; there was excellent system 
in his discourses, and careful thinking on themes 
remote from most people's thought. He wrote 
some historical works which are not printed now- 
adays ; his life of Mrs. Siddons is bad ; his life of 
Petrarch is but little better ; some poems he pub- 
lished late in life are quite unworthy of him and 
are never read* Nevertheless, this prim, captious 
gentleman wrote many things which haye the 
ring of truest poetry and which will be dear to 
the heart of England as long as English ships sail 
forth to battle. 
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A Minstrel of tlie Border. 

Yet another Scotsman whose name will not be 
forgotten — whether British ships go to battle^ or 
idle at the docks — is Walter Scott.* I scarce 
know how to begin to speak of him. We all 
know him so well — thanks to the biography 
of his son-in-law^ Lockhart^ which is almost 
Boswellian in its minnteness, and has dignity 
besidee. We know — as we know about a neigh* 
bor's child — of his first struggles with illness^ 
wrapped in a fresh sheepskin^ upon the heathery 
hills by Smailholme Tower ; we know of the strongs 
alert boyhood that succeeded ; he following, with 
a firm seat and free rein — amongst other game — 
the old wives' tales and border ballads which, 
thrumming in his receptiye ears, put the Edin- 
boro law studies into large confusion. Swift 
after this comes the hurry-scurry of a boyish love- 
chase — beginning in Grey Friar's church-yard; 

•Walter Scott, b. 1771 ; d. lSd2 ; Lay of Lart Minstrel, 
1S05; MamUon, 1808 ; Lady of the Lake, 1810; Waverley, 
1814; Woodetock, 1826 ; Life of Napoleon, 1827; Life, by 
LocUuurt, 1882<87. 



6o LANDS, LETTERS, b» KINGS. 

she, howeyer, who sprang the race — presenily 
doubles upon him, and is seen no more ; and he 
goes lumbering forward to another fate. It was 
close upon these experiences that some friends of 
his printed priyately his ballad of William and 
Helen, founded on the German Lenore : — 

^^ Tramp, tramp I along the land tbej rode ! 
Splash, splash I along the sea ! 
The scourge is red, the spur drops blood, 
The flashing pebbles flee! " 

And the spirit and dash of those four lines 
were quickly recognized as marking a new power 
in Scotch letters ; and an echo of them^ or of their 
spirit^ in some shape or other^ may be found, I 
think, in all his succeeding poems and in all the 
tumults and struggles of his life. The elder Scott 
does not like this philandering with rhyme ; it will 
spoil the law, and a solid profession, he thinks ; 
and true enough it does. For the Border Min- 
strelsy comes spinning its delightfully musical and 
tender stories shortly after Lenore ; and a little 
later appears his first long poem — the Lay 
of the Last Minstrel — which waked all Scot- 
land and England to the melody of the new mas- 
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ter. He was thirty -four then; ripening later 
than Campbell^ who at twenty-one had published 
his Pleasures of Hope. There was no kinship in 
the methods of the two poets ; Campbell all pre- 
cision^ and nice balance^ delicate adjustment of 
language — stepping from point to point in his 
progress with all grammatic precautions and with 
well-poised poetic steps and demi-volts^ as studied 
as a dancing master's ; while Scott dashed to his 
purpose with a seeming abandonment of care^ and 
a swift pace that made the '' pebbles fly/' Just 
as unlike^ too^ was this racing freedom of Scott's — 
which dragged the mists away from the Highlands^ 
and splashed his colors of gray, and of the 
purple of blooming heather oyer the moors — from 
that other strain of verse, with its introspections 
and deeper folded charms, which in the hands of 
Wordsworth was beginning to declare itself hum- 
bly and coyly, but as yet with only the rarest ap- 
plause. I cannot make this distinction clearer 
than by quoting a little landscape picture — let 
us say from Marmion — and contrasting with it 
another from Wordsworth, which was composed six 
years or more before Marmion was published. 
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Finty then^ from Scott — and nothing prettier and 
qoieter of mral sort belongs to him, — 

^^ Noramber's aky it chill and dzetft 
NoTember's leaf it red and tear; 
Late gaaing down the ateepjlimi 
That hema oor little garden in.** 

(I may remark, in passing, that this is an actual 
description of Scott's home surroundings at Ashes- 
tiel.) 

^^ Low in itt dark and narrow glen 
Ton tcarce the rirnlet mig^t ken, 
So thick the tangled greenwood grew, 
So feeble trilled the ttreamlet through ; 
Now, mnrmnriDg hoane, and frequent Been 
Throng^ brush and briar, no longer green, 
An angry brook it sweeps the glade^ 
Breaks orer rock and wild cascade, 
And foaming brown with double speed 
liarries its waters to the Tweed." 

There it is — a completed picture ; do what you 
will with it I Beading it, is like a swift, glad step- 
ping along the borders of the brook. 

Now listen for a little to Wordsworth ; it is a 
scrap from Tintem Abbey : — 
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^^ Once again I see 
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 
Of sportire wood ran wild ; these pastoral farms, 
Green to the very door ; and wreaths of smoke 
Sent np in silence, from among the trees I 
With some nneertain notice, as mi^^t seem 
Of Tagrant dwellers in the houseless woods, 
Or of some hermif s care, where bj his fire 
The hermit sits alone." 

(Here is more than the tangible picture ; the 
smoke wreaths haye pat unseen dwellers there) ; 
and again : — 

" O Sylran Wye I thon wanderer thro* the woods, 
How often has my spirit turned to thee I 

I have learned 
To look on Nature, not as in the hour 
Of thoughtless youth ; but hearing oftentimea 
The still, sad music of humanity ! 
Nor harsh, nor grating, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. And I hare felt 
A presence that disturbs me with the joy 
Of derated thoughts ; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused. 
Whose dwelling is the 11^ of setting suns 
And the round ocean and the liying air 
And the blue sky, and in the mind of men 
A motion and a spirit, that impels 
All thinking things, all objects of aU thought, 
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And rolls through all thhigi. Therefore am I ftiU 
A loTer of the meadows and the woodi 
And mouDtaukf." 

This will emphasize the distinction, to which I 
would call attention, in the treatment of land- 
scape by the two poets : Wordsworth patting TUb 
all on a simmer with hnmanities and far-reach- 
ing meditative hopes and languors; and Scott 
throwing windows wide open to the sky, and say- 
ing only — look — and be glad ! 

In those days Wordsworth had one reader where 
Scott had a hundred ; and the one reader was apol- 
ogetic and shy, and the hundred were loud and 
gushing. I think the number of their respective 
readers is more evenly balanced nowadays; and 
it is the readers of Scott who are beginning to be 
apologetic. Indeed I have a half consciousness of 
putting myself on this page in that cat^ory : — As 
if the Homeric toss and life and play, and large 
sweep of rivers, and of battalions and winnowed 
love-notes, and clang of trumpets, and moaning of 
the sea, which rise and fall in the pages of the 
Minstrel and of Marmion — needed apology I 
Apology or no, I think Scott* s poems will be read 
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for a good many years to oome. The guide books 
and Highland trayellers — and high*thoaghted 
trayellers — will keep them alive — if the critiGS 
do not ; and I think yon will find no better fore- 
reading for a trip along the Tweed or through 
the Trosachs than Marmion, and the Lady of 
the Lake. 

The Waverley DtspeMoliofL 

Meantime, onr anthor has married — a mar- 
riage, Goldwin Smith says, of '' intellectual dis- 
paragement '' ; which I suppose means that Mrs. 
Scott was not learned and bookish — as she cer- 
tainly was not ; but she was honest, true-hearted, 
and domestic. Mr. Bedding profanely says that 
die was used to plead, '^ Walter, my dear, you 
must write a new book, for I want another silk 
dress.^ I think this is apocryphal ; and there is 
good reason to belieye that she gave a little hearty 
home huzza at each one of Mr. Scott's quick 
succeeding triumphs. 

Our author has also changed his home; first 

from the pretty little village of Lasswade, which is 

down by Dalkeith, to Ashestiel by the Yarrow ; 
IV.-6 
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and thenoe agiin to a fimn-hoiiaej near to that mn- 
f ortonate pile of Abbotif <»<lj which itands on the 
Tweed bank, shadowed by the trees he planted, 
and shadowed yet more hearily by the story d his 
miafortnnes. I notice a disposition in some recent 
writers to disparage this notable ooontry home as 
pBeado-Ch)thic and flimsy* This gives a fake im- 
pression of a stractore which, though it lack that 
singleness of ez{»ression and subordination of 
details which satisfy a professional critic, does 
yet ^nbody in a singularly interesting way, uid 
with solid construction, all the aspirations, tastes, 
clannish yanities and arohaoologic whims of the 
great noyelist. The castellated tower is there to 
carry the Scottish standard, and the dcHster to 
keep alive reverent memory of old religious 
houses ; and the miniature Court gate, with its 
warder's horn ; and the Oriole windows, whose de* 
tails are, maybe, snatched from Eenilworth ; the 
mass, too, is impressive and smacks all over of 
Scott's personality and of the traditions he cher- 
ished. 

I am tempted to introduce here some notes of a 
visit made to this locality very many years ago. I 
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had set off on a foot-pilgrimage from the old 
border town of Berwiok-on-Tweed ; had kept 
doee along the banks of the riyer^ seeing men 
drawing nets for salmon^ whose silyery scales 
flashed in the morning sun. All aronnd swept 
those charming fields of Tweed-side, green with the 
richest June growth ; here and there were shep- 
herds at their sheep washing ; old Norham Castle 
presently lifted its gray buttresses into yiew ; then 
came the long Ooldstream bridge, with its arches 
shimmering in the flood below ; and after this the 
piJaoe of the Dnke of Boxbnrgh. In thus follow- 
ing np leisurely the Tweed banks from Berwick, 
I had slept the first night at Kelso ; had studied 
the great fine bit of ruin which is there, and had 
caught glimpses of Teyiot-dale and of the Eildon 
Hills ; had wandered out of my way for a sight of 
Smailholme tower, and of Sandy Enowe — both 
associated with Scott's childhood ; I passed Dry- 
burgh, where he lies buried, and at last on an 
eyening of early June, 1845, a stout oarsman fer- 
ried me across the Tweed and landed me in Mel- 
rose. 
I slept at the Oeorge Inn — dreaming (as many 
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a yomig wayfarer in those lands has since done), 
of lyanhoe and Bebecoa, and border wars and Oid 
MartaUty. Next morning, after a breakfast npon 
trout taken from some near stream (very likely the 
Tarrow or the GkJa-water), I strolled two miles or 
so along the road which followed the Tweed bank 
npon the southern side, and by a green foot-gate 
entered the Abbotsf ord grounds. The forest trees 
— not oyer high at that time — were those which the 
master had planted. From his fayorite outdoor 
seat, sheltered by a thicket of arbor-yitie, could 
be caught a glimpse of the rippled sur&ce of the 
Tweed and of the turrets of the house. 

It was all yery quiet — quiet in the wood-walks ; 
quiet as you approached the court-yard ; the master 
dead ; the family gone ; I think there was a yelp 
from some young hound in an out-building, and 
a twitter from some birds I did not know ; there 
was the unceasing murmur of the riyer. Besides 
these sounds, the silence was unbroken ; and when 
I rang the bell at the entrance door, the jangle of 
it was yery startling ; startling a little terrier, too, 
whose quick, sharp bark rang noisily through the 
outer court. 
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Only an old house-keeper was in charge^ who 
had fallen into that dreadf ol parrot-like way of 
telling visitors what things were best worth seeing 

— which frets one terribly. What should you or I 
care (fresh from Ouy Mannering or KenUworth) 
whether a bit of carving oame from Jedburgh or 
Eelso ? or about the jets in the chandelier, or the 
way in which a Russian Qrand Duke wrote his 
name in the visitors' book f 

But when we catch sight of the desk at which 
the master wrote, or of the chair in which he sat, 
and of his shoes and coat and cane — looking as 
if they might have been worn yesterday — these 
seem to bring us nearer to the man who has 
written so much to cheer and to charm the world* 
There was, too, a little box in the corridor, sim- 
ple and iron-bound, with the line written below it, 
*^ Post will close at two.^ It was as if we had 
heard the master of the house say it Perhaps 
the notice was in his handwriting (he had been 
active there in 1831-2 — just thirteen years before) 

— perhaps not; but — somehow — more than the 
library, or the portrait bust, or the chatter of the 
well-meaning house-keeper, it brought back the 
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halting old genUeman in his shooting-oottiy and 
with iyory-headed cane — hobbling with a yigor- 
oas step along the oorridor, to poet in that iron- 
bound box a packet — maybe a chapter of WooA- 
atoek. 

I haye spoken of the Tacant house — family 
gone : The young Sir Walter Scott, of the British 
army, and heir to the estate — was at that date 
(1845) absent in the Indies ; and only two years 
thereafter died at sea on his Toyage home. 
Charles Scott, the only brother of the younger Sir 
Walter, died in 1841.* Miss Anne Scott, the only 
unmarried daughter of the author of Waverleg, 
died — worn-out with tenderest care of mother and 
father, and broken-hearted — in 1888. Her <mly 
sister, Mrs. (Sophia Scott) Lockhart, died in 1887. 
Her oldest son — John Hugh, funiliarly known as 
''Hugh Little John'' — the crippled boy, for 
whom had been written the Tales of a Orand- 

* He was clerk in Her Majeftj*! Foreigii Office In London. 
Carijle says in « letter (of date of 184S), ''I hare the liTeBeet 
impreation of that good honest Scotch face and character, 
though nerer in contact with the yonng man hot once.** 
—Lang's LoMari^ p. 888, toI. ii. 



HEIRS OF ABBOTSFORD. 71 

father, and the darling of the two households npon 
Tweed-side — died in 1831. I cannot forbear 
quoting here a charming little memorial of him, 
which, within the present year, has appeared in 
Mr, Lang's Life of LockhatV* 

^^A figure u of one of Charlef Lamb's dreftin-children 
haunts the little beck at Chiefswood, and on that hangfa at 
Abbotsfoid, where Lockhart read* the mannacript of the 
FortimM of yigelj Uney maj see ^Hngfa Little John,' 
« throwing stones into the bom,' for so he oaUed the Tweed. 
While children stodj the TaUs of a OrtuuffcUhery he does 
not want fHends in this world to remember and enyy the 
boy who had Sir Walter to teU him stories."— P. 75, 
Tol.iL 

A yoonger son of Lockhart, Walter Scott by 
name, became, at the death of the yonnger Walter 
Scott, inheritor of all equities in the landed estate 
npon Tweed-side, and the proper Laird of Abbots- 
ford. His story is a short and a sad one ; he was 
utterly unworthy, and died almost unbefriended 
at Versailles in January, 1858. 

His father, J. Q. Lockhart, acknowledging a 
picture of this son, under date of 1843, in a letter 
addressed to his daughter Charlotte — (later Mrs. 
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Hope-Sootty* and mother of the preeent pro- 
prietrees of Abbotsford), writes with a grief he 
could not cover : — 

^^ I am not sorry to haye it bj me, thongh it breaks my 
heart to recall the date. It is of the sweet, imiocent, happy 
boy, home for Snxiday from Cowies [his school]. . . . Oh, 
God I how soon that day became clonded, and how dark its 
early close I Well, I suppose there is another world ; if not, 
rare this it a blunder.'* 

I haye not spoken — because there seemed no 
need to speak — of the way in which those mar- 

*For those readers who hare a failing for genealogic 
quests, I gire a rhumi of the Scott family history and 
raccession of heirs to Abbotsford. The eariier items are 
from Scotf s black-letter Bible. 

Wallar Soott. Saolor, B. 1758 » Anne ButhBifQrd. 



Wallar Scott Bsit., 
b. imTd. 188S;m.imB]|tfgtntCbariotte 
one 01 tw«lTe chil- I Carpeoter. of Ftoidi 

dran. of whom five I blood tnd birth. 

xoAcbed maturity. 



Ohnlotte SopUa. Walter, Br. Army. Arnae^ iN^it Charles, bapt 

b«ptl799; d. bept. 1801; m. 1808; d.im- 1805: d. m- 

1»7: m. ISM 1886. Miaa Job- married mantodl841. 

Bj.aLocUiait. Mm;d.a.p.l8«r. 1888. 

JobnHngli. WaMerSeolt. Gbariotte, b. 1888: d. 1868 

b.l881;d. h.l8»:d. m. 1847, J. R. Hope, later 

188L mmianied I HopeSooCt. 

1858. ' 



Kanr Monica, b. 1808 ; now Mrs. MaxweU Scott, 
of Abbotsford. 
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yellons romantic fictions of Sir Walter came 
pouring from the pen^ nnder a dond of mygtery^ 
and of how the great burden of his bosiness 
embarrassments — due largely to the recklessness 
of his jolly, easy-going friends, the Ballantynes 
— oyerwhelmed him at last. Indeed, in all I 
haye yentared to say of Scott, I haye a feeling 
of its impertinence — as if I were telling you about 
your next-door neighbor : we all know that swift, 
brilliant, clouded career so well I But are those 
noyels of his to liye, and to delight coming 
generations, as they haye the past ? I do not 
know what the yery latest critics may haye to 
say ; but, for my own part, I haye strong belief 
that a century or two more will be sure to pass 
oyer before people of discernment, and large 
humanities, and of literary appreciation, will 
cease to read and to enjoy such stories as that 
of the Taliaman of Kenilworth and of Old Mar* 
iality. I know 'tis objected, and with much 
reason, that he wrote hastily, carelessly — that 
his stories are in fact (what Oarlyle called them) 
extemporaneous stories. Yet, if they had been 
written under other conditions, could we haye 
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oonnted upon the heat and the glow which giyes 
them illumination ? 

No, no — we do not go to him for word-craft ; 
men of shorter imaginatiye range, and whoee 
judgments wait on conyentional rule, must 
guide us in such direction, and pose as our 
modellers of style. Goldsmith and Swift both 
may train in that company. But this master we 
are now considering wrote so swiftly and dashed 
so strongly into the current of what he had to 
say, that he was indifferent to methods and words, 
except what went to engage the reader and keep 
him always cognizant of his purpose. But do 
yon say that this is the best aim of all writing ? 
Most surely it is wise for a writer to hold atten- 
tion by what arts he can : failing of this, he fails 
of the best half of his intent ; but if he gains this 
by simple means, by directness, by limpid lan- 
guage, and no more of it than the thought calls 
for, and by such rhythmic and beguiling use 
of it as tempts the reader to follow, he is a safer 
exemplar than one who by force of genius can 
accomplish his aims by loose expreesi<ms and 
redundance of words. 
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Next it is objected to these old fayoritee of 
01118^ that they are not cleyer in the exhibit 
and explication of mental processeB, and their 
analysis of motiyes is incomplete. Well^ I sup- 
pose this to be true ; and that he did, to a certain 
extent (as Oarlyle used to allege gromblingly), 
work from the oatside — in. He did liye in 
times when men fell straightforwardly in loye, 
without counting the palpitations of the heart ; 
and when heroes struck honest blows without 
reckoning in adyance upon the probable con- 
tractfle power of their biceps muscles. Again, it 
is said that his history often lacks precision and 
sureness of statement. Well, the dates are cer- 
tainly sometimes twisted a few years out of their 
proper lines and seasons ; but it is certain, also, 
that he does giye the atmosphere and the coloring 
of historic periods in a completer and more 
satisfying way than many much oarefuller chron- 
iclem^ and his portraits of great historic person- 
ages are by common consent — eyen of the critics 
— more full of the life of their subjects, and of 
a realistic exhibit of their controlling character- 
istics, than those of the historians proper. Noth- 
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ing can be more sure than that Soott was not 
a man of great critical learning ; nothing is more 
snre than that he was frequently at fault in 
minor details ; but who will gainsay the fact that 
he was among the most charming and beneficent 
of story-tellers ? 

There may be households which will rule him 
out as old fashioned and stumbling, and wordy, 
and long ; but I know of one, at least, where he 
will hold his place, as among the most delightful 
of yisitors — and where on winter nights he will 
continue to bring with him (as he has brought so 
many times already) the royal figure of the Queen 
Elizabeth — shining in her jewels, or sulking in 
her coquetries ; and Dandie Dinmont, with his 
pow-wow of Pepper and Mustard; and King 
Jamie, with Steenie and jingling Geordie ; and the 
patient, prudent, excellent Jeanie Deans; and 
the weak, old, amiable mistress of Tilliefcudlem ; 
and Bebecca, and the Lady in the Oreen Mantle^ 
and Dominie Sampson, and Peter Peebles, and Di 
Vernon, and all the rest I 
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QlvntB of BoyaUjf. 

They tell as Scott loTed kings : why not P 
Bomantioism was his nnrse, from the days when 
he kicked np his baby heels under the shadows of 
Smailholme Tower, and Feudalism was his foster- 
parent. Always he loved banners and pageantry, 
and always the glitter and pomp which giye their 
under or over tones to his pages of balladry. 
And if he stood in awe of titles and of rank, and 
felt the cockles of his heart warming in contact 
with these, 'twas not by reason of a vulgar tuft- 
hunting spirit, nor was it due to the crass toady- 
ism which seeks reflected benefit ; but it grew, I 
think, out of sheer mental allegiance to feudal 
splendors and traditions. 

Whether Scott ever personally encountered the 
old king, George IIL, may be doubtfnl; but I 
recall in some of his easy, family letters (perhaps 
to his eldest boy Walter), most respectful and 
kindly allusions to the augast master of the royal 
Windsor household — who ordered his home 
affairs so wisely — keeping ^' good hours ; *' while, 
amid the turbulences and unrest which belonged 
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to the American and French BeTolationi — sac- 
ceeding each other in portentons aeqnenoe — he 
was waning toward that period of wofnl mental 
imbecility which beset him at last, and which 
clouded an earlier chapter* of onr record. The 
Prince Begent — afterward George lY. — was al- 
ways well disposed toward Scott ; had read the 
Minstrel, and Marmion, with the greatest grati- 
fication (he did sometimes read), and told Lord 
Byron as mnoh; even comparing the Scot with 
Homer — which was as near to classicism as the 
Prince often ran. Bat Byron, in his English 
Bards, etc., published in his earlier days, had 
made his little satiric dab at the Minstrel — find- 
ing a lively hope in its being the Last I 

Murray, however, in the good Christian spirit 
which sometimes overtakes publishers, stanched 
these wounds, and brought the poets to bask 
together in the smiles of royalty. The first 
Baronetcy the Prince bestowed — after coming 
to Kingship — was that which made the author 
of Waverley Sir Walter ; the poet had witnessed 

* Chapter IV. Qu€9n Anm and th€ Chorgu* 
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and reported the scenes at the Coronation of 
1820 in London ; and on the King's gala risit to 
Edinboro' — when all the heights about the gray 
old city boomed with welcoming cannon, and all 
the streets and all the water-ways were a-flntter 
with tartans and noisy with bagpipes — it was 
Sir Walter who virtoally marshalled the hosts, 
and gaye ohieftain-like greeting to the Prince. 
Scott's management of the whole stupendous 
paraphernalia — the banquets, the processions, 
the receptions, the decorations (of all which the 
charming water-colors of Turner are in evidence) 
— gave wonderful impressions of the masterful re- 
sources and dominating tact of the man; now 
clinking glasses (of Glenliyet) with the mellow 
King (counting sixty years in that day) ; now 
humoring into quietude the jealousies of Highland 
chieftains; again threading Oanongate at night- 
fall and afoot — from end to end — to observe if 
all welcoming bannerols and legends are in place ; 
again welcoming to his home, in the heat of 
ceremonial occupation, the white-haired and 
trembling poet Orabbe ; anon, stealing away to 
his Castle Street chamber for a new chapter in 
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the PeverU of the Peak (then npon the varO), and 
in the heat^ and fary, and absorption of the whole 
gala bnainess breaking ont of line with a bowed 
head and aching hearty to follow his best friend, 
William Erskine (Lord Einnedder),* out by 
Qaeensf erry to his boriaL 

It was only eight years thereafter, when this 
poet manager of the great Sootch jabilee — who 
seemed good for the work of a score of years — 
sailed, by royal permission (an act redeeming and 
glorifying royalty) npon a OoTemment ship — 
seeking shores and skies which woold pnt new 
yigor (if it might be) into a constitution broken 
by toil, and into hopes that had been blighted 
by blow on blow of sorrow. 

Never was a royal favor more worthily be- 
spoken ; never one more vainly bestowed. Twas 
too late. No hnman eye — once so capable of 
seeing — ever opened for a first look so wearily 
npon the blue of the Mediterranean — npon the 
marvelloas fringed shores of lower Italy — npon 



•Lockluurft Lift of 8eoU^ chapter TiiL, pp. U6-S7, 
▼oL iii.f Parif edition. 
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Bome> Florence, and the snowy Swiss portals 
of the Simplon. 

Boyalty (in person of William lY., then on the 
throne) asked kindly after the sick magician — 
who was established presently on a sick bed in 
London ; while the cabmen on street comers near 
by talked low of the ''great mon^ who lay there 
a-dying. A little show of recoTery gave power to 
reach home — Abbotsf ord and Tweedside — once 
more. There was no hope ; but it took time for 
the great strength in him to waste. 

Withal there was a fine glint of royalty at the 
end. '' Be virtaons, my dear,'' he said to Lock- 
hart ; '' be a good man.'' And that utterance— 
the summing up of forty years of brilliant ac- 
complishment, and of baffled ambitions — empha- 
sized by the trembling voice of a dying man — will 
dwell longer in human memories, and more wor- 
thily, than the empty baronial pile we call Ab- 
botsford, past which the scurrying waters of 
the Tweed ripple and murmur — as they did on 
the day Sir Walter was bom, and on the day he 
was buried at Dryburgh. 

IV.-6 



OHAPTEE in. 

OTTB iMt duq[»ter was opened by » rather 
fall iketoh of Profeam Wilson, and a 
briefer one of Th<miaa Campbell — who though 
of higher repute as a poet> was a far leaa in* 
tereiting man. We then entered upon what msy 
have seemed a Tory inadequate aeoonnt of the 
great author of Wayerley — because I presumed 
npon the reader's full and ready knowledge ; and 
beeaose the Minstrel's grand stride over all the 
Scottish coantry that is worth the seeing, and 
oyer all that domain in English Lands and Letters^ 
which he made his own, has been noted by sooreB 
of toorists, and by scores of admiring commen- 
tators. Yon may bdieye me in saying — that 
his story was not scrimped for hick of loTe ; in- 
deed, it wonld haye been easy to riot in talk 

aboat the liyely dmm-beat of his poems, or the 
8a 
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liTolier and more engaging charms of his piote 
Bomanoe — throagh two chapters or through 
ten. Bat we mnst get on ; there is a long road 
before ns yet 

A Start in Life. 

It was somewhere abont the year 1798, that a 
diarp-faced, jonngish Englishman -« who 'had 
been onrate of a small oonntry parish down in 
Wiltshire — droye, npon a pleasant Jnne day, on 
a coaeh-top, into the dd city of Edinboro'. This 
clergyman had a young lad seated beside him, 
whom he was tntoring ; and this tatoring busi- 
ness enabled the onrate to take a respectaUe 
hoose in the city. And by reason of the re* 
speotable honse, and his own pleasant humor 
and intelligence, he came after a year or two to 
know a great many of the better folk in Edin- 
boro% and was invited to preach an occadonal 
sermon at a small Episcopal chapel jn his neigh- 
borhood. But all the good people he met did 
not prevent his being a-hungered after a young 
person whom he had left in the south of England. 
So he took a yacation presently and fetched her 



84 LANDS, LETTERS, &» KINGS. 

back, % bride, to the Scottish capital — lumng 
(as ha said) thrown all his fortane in her lap. 
This fortune iras of maternal inheritance, and 
oonsisted of six well -worn silyer teaspoons. 
There was excellent society in Edinboro' in that 
day, among the ornaments of which was Henry 
ICaokeniie, * a stately gentleman — a sort of dean 
of the literary coteries, and the author of books 
which it is well to know by name — Tk$ Man of 
IMing and JuKa de SouHgni — written with 
great painstaking and most exalted sentiment, 
and — what we count now — much dreariness. 
Then there was a Ber. Archibald Alison — he too 
an Episcopal clergyman, though Scotch to the 
backbone — and the author of an ingenious, but 
not Tery pregnant book, still to be found in 
old-fashioned libraries, labdled, Alison on Taste. 
Dngald Stewart was then actiye, and did on one 
or two occasions bring his honored presence to 
the little chapel to hear the preaching of the 
young English curate I spoke of. And this young 
curate, poor as he is and with a young wife, has 

•Heiny Mackenzie, b. 1746; d. 1681. Man of Fedimg, 
1771; TAe Xotift^tr, 1785. 
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an itch for getting into print ; and does after a 
little time (the actual date being 1800) pubUsh 
a booklet, which yon will hardly find now, en- 
titled Six Sermons preached at Charlotte Chapel, 
Edinboro, by Rev. Sydney Smith. * But it was 
not 80 much these sermons, as his wit and bright- 
ness and great range of information, which 
brought him into eacfy intimacy with the most 
promising young men of the city. Walter Scott 
he may hare encountered odd whiles, though 
the noTelist was in those days bent on his hunt 
after Border Minstrelsy, and would have been shy 
of the rampant liberalism ingrained with Smith. 

But the curate did meet often, and most inti- 
mately, a certain prim, delicate, short-statured, 
black-eyed, smug, ambitious, precocious young 
adTOcate named Francis Jeffrey ; and it was in 
a chamber of this latter — up three pair of 
stairs in Buccleugh Place — that Sydney Smith, 
on a certain occasion, proposed to the host and 
two or three oth^ friends there present, the es- 
tablishment of a literary journal to be published 

• Bey. Sydney Smithi b. 1771 s d. 1845. Memoir by Lady 
Holland. 
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quarterly; and oat of that propodtion grew 
straightway that famous BtKnburgh Review which 
in its coTers of boif and Uae has thrired for over 
ninety years now — throwing its hot shot into all 
opposing camps of politics or of letters. I haye 
designated two of the arch plotters^ Sydney Smith 
and Jeffrey. Francis Homer * was another who 
was in at the start ; he, too, a young Scotch lawyer, 
who went to London on the yery year of the estab- 
lishment of the journal, but writing for its early 
issues, wen and abundantly. Most people know 
him now only by the beautiful statue of him by 
Chantrey, which stands in Westminster Abbey; 
it has a noble head, full of intellect — full of in- 
tegrity. Sydney Smith said the Ten Command- 
ments were writ all oyer his face. Yet tiie mar- 
ble shows a tenderness of soul not common to 
those who, like him, had made a profession of pol- 
itics, and entered upon a parliamentary career. 
But the career was short ; he died in 1817 — not 
yet forty — leaying a reputation that was spotless ; 
had he liyed, he would hate come, without a 

•Frmndf Homer, b. 1778 ; d. 1817. Mmu>ir$ and Cor- 
respondence^ 1848. 
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donbty to the leadership of liberal opinion in Eng- 
land. The monming for him was something 
extraordinary in its reach, and its sinoeritj; a 
remarkable man — whose politics neyer up-rooted 
his affections, and whose study of the laws of 
trade did not spoil his temper, or make him 
abusiye. His example, and his repeated advices, 
in connection with the early history of the B^ 
view, were always against the personalities and 
ngly satire which were strong features of it in the 
first years, and which had their source — very 
largely — in the influences and pertinacity of 
another member of the Bmriew Syndicate ; I mean 
Henry Brougham. 

Henry Brougham. 

This was another young lawyer — of Scottish 
birth, but of Cumberland stock ; ambitious like 
Jeffrey and equally clever, though in a different 
line ; he was ungainly and lank of limb ; with a 
dogmatic and presuming manner, and a notice- 
ably aggressive nose which became afterward the 
handle (and a very good handle it made) for 
those illustrative caricatures of Mr. Punch, which 
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lasted for % generation. Brongham* was ahrajB 
a debater from his boy-dajs — and not a little 
of a bnlly and outlaw ; precocious too — a capital 
Latinist — writing a paper on Optics at eighteen, 
which found publishment in the Philosophical 
Transactions ; member of the Speculatiye Society 
where JefErey and Mackintosh, and Alison w^re 
wont to go, and where his disputatious spirit ran 
riot .He didnH Ioto to agree with anybody ; one 
of those men it would seem who hardly wished his 
dinner to agree with him. 

Yet Kroni^iam was one of the master spirits in 
this new enterprise, and became a great historic 
personage. His reputation was indeed rather po- 
litical and forensic, than literary, and in his writ- 
ings he inclined to scientific discussion. He had, 
howcTer, a streak of purely literary ambiti<Mi, and 
wrote a noyel at one period of his life — after he 
had reached maturity — which he called a phil- 
osophic Bomanccf Indeed this bantling was so 

* Heiny Broiii^tam (Lord Broii|^tam and Ysoz), b. 1778 ; 
d. 1868. ColUded SpmiUi^ 1888. BUioHe SkMkm^ €k^ 
1889-48. Autobiognplij (edited bj a brother), pmbliahed in 
1871. 

iJUbtrt Lund; or The <Mt4tm tf Ltmgutdoe. Lowndes 
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swaddled in philosophio wrappings that it conld 
have made no noise. Very few knew of it ; fewer 
still ever read it. He said, '' It had not enough 
of indecency and blasphemy in it to make it popu- 
lar '' (it was written when Byron was in high re- 
pute). But the few who did read it thought there 
were other reasons for its want of success. 

He drifted quickly away from Edinboro^ 
though long keeping up his connection with the 
Review; became famous as an adyocate — nota- 
bly in connection with Queen Caroline's trial; 
went into Parliament ; was CTentually Lord High 
Chancellor^ and won a place in the Peerage. He 
was associated intimately, too, with great benefi- 
cent schemes — such as the suppression of .the 
slave trade, the establishiftent of the London IJni- 
versity, the founding of the Society for the Dif- 
fusion of Useful Knowledge, and the urgence of 
the great Beform measures of 1832. Yet in all 
these, he arrogated more than his share of the 

(Bohn) lays — ^^8 toIs. post 8^0^ 1844. This noTel was 
suppressed on the eye of publication, and it is said not above 
five coi^es of the original edition are extant.** The Maclise 
PoriroiU QaiUry speaks of an issue in 1873. 
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honor, weftrying his anociates by incoontnt bkdcer- 
ing and scolding; picking flaws in eTcrything not 
entirely his own ; jealous, sospiotoos, conceited to 
the hist degree ; noTor generous in praise of one 
living beside him; an enormous worker, with 
sinews of iron, and on occasions (which are of rec- 
ord) speaking and wrangling in the House of 
Oommons until two of the morning, and then go- 
ing home— not to sleep — but to write a thirty- 
page article for the Edifimrgh Beview. Such mm 
make a place for themselTes, and keep it He 
was an acrid debater, but a most tiunrough one — 
hdding all aspects of a case in view ; never get- 
ting muddled ; ready with Ucia ; ready witii fal- 
lacies (if needed) ; ready for all and any interrup- 
tions ; setting them on fire by the stress of his 
argumentation — like carbons in an dectric dr- 
ouit; ready with storms of irony and running 
into rough-edged sarcasm witii singular ease and 
sharpest appetite. 

On a May evening of 1845 the present writer had 
the pleasure of watching him for an hour or more 
in the House of Lords. He was lank, as I have 
said; awkward, nervous, restless; twisting the 
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great seala at his watoh-ohain ; intent upon eyery- 
thing ; now and then sniffing the air, like a terri^ 
that has lost tiie soent; presenting a petition, in 
the course of the session, in favor of some New- 
foundland clients who were anzions for more direct 
postal C(nnmnnication — who objected that their 
mails were sent in a ronndabont way via Halifax. 
Whereupon Lord Stanley (afterward Earl Derby), 
then Secretary for the Colonies, rose in explana- 
ti<m, '' regretting that his Lordship had not com- 
municated with the Colonial Office, which had 
considered tiie question raised ; there was no com- 
munication by land ; the harbor was often dosed 
by ice ; therefore present methods were followed,'' 
eta All of which was set forth with most charm- 
ing grace and suavity ; but Lord Stanley was no 
sooner ended than the irascible Scotch peer, net- 
tled, as would seem, by the very graciousness of 
the OTplanation, was upon his feet in an instant, 
with a sharp '' M' Lards,'' that promised fun ; 
and thereafter came a fusillade of keenest, ironi- 
cal speech — thanking the honorable Secretary for 
''the vera impartant information, that as St. 
John's was upon an island, there could be no com- 
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manioation by land; and perhaps his learned 
Lardship snppoees, wiih an acnmen commensiurate 
with his great geographic knowledge, that the 
sending of the mails by the way of Halifax will 
hare a tendency to thaw the ice in the Harbor of 
St. John's,^ and so on, for a ten minute's storm 
of satiric and witty banter. And then — an awk- 
ward plunge backward into his seat — a new, 
nerrons twirling of his watch-seals, a cnrions smile 
of self -approval, followed by a lapse into the old 
nervous unrest. 

There was no serenity in Brougham— no repose 
— scaroe any dignity. His petulance and angry 
sarcasm and frequent ill-nature made him a mudi 
hated man in his latter days, and involved him 
in abusive tirades, which people were slow to 

forgive. 

Fromcis J^rey. 

As for Mr. JeSiej, his associate on the lU- 
ifiew, and for many years its responsible editor, he 
was a very difFerent man — of easy address^ cour- 
teous, gentlemanly — quite a master of dqK>rt- 
ment. Yet it was he who ripped open with his 
critical knife Southey's Thalaba and tiie early 



JEFFREY'S PERSONAUTY. 93 

poems of Wordsworih. But even his yictims 
forgot his seyerities in his pleasantly magnetic 
presence and nnder the caressing saayities of his 
manner. He was brisk, dtbonnaire, cheery — a 
famous talker ; not given to anecdotes or story- 
teUingy bnt bubbling oyer with engaging book- 
lore and poetic hypotheses, and eager to pnt 
them into those beaatifol shapes of language 
which came — as easily as water flows — to his 
pen or to his tongue. He said harsh things, not 
for loTO of harsh things ; but because what pro- 
voked them grated on his tastes, or his sense of 
what was due to Belles Lettres. One did not — 
after conversing with him — recall great special 
aptness of remark or of epithet, so much as the 
charmingly even flow of apposite and illustrative 
language — void of all extravagances and of all 
wickednesses, too. Lord Cockbum says of his 
conversation : — 

**Tke Uftenert* plearart wm enhaiiced by the personal 
littlen e M of the speaker. A large man [Jeifrej was Tery 
•maU] coakL scarcely hare thrown off Jeffrey's conyersar 
tional flowers without exposing himself to ridicule. But 
the Hvettness of the deep thoughts and the flow of bright ex- 
pressions that animated his talk, seemed so natural and 
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Appropriate to tbe flgine that «ttend tbens tlMt tbcj wwe 
heaid whh aonieChiBg of llie deli^ with wliidi tlie deadtf^ 
nets of the trembling throel and tbe qniTering of the wiaga 
makevf ei^Joj the atreogth and dea m eie of the aoteaof a 
little Mid."* 

Tbe first Mn. Jeftrey dying eiriy in life, he 
married for second wife a rery charming Ameri- 
can lady. Miss Wilkes ;t haying found time — 
notwithstanding his engronnent with the Beoiew 
— for an American journey, at the end of which 
he carried home his bride. Some of his letters 
to his wife's kindred in America are yery delight- 
fnl — setting forth the new scenes to which the 
young wife had been transported. He knew just 
what to say and what not to say, to make his 
pictures perfect The trees, the church-towers, 
the mists, the mosses on walls, the gray heather — 
all come into them, under a touch that is as light 
as a feather, and as sharp as a diamond. 

* Ltf€ amd Corr9tpondeme$ of Lord J^jfrtff^ Ifj Lord Codc- 
biim^ p. SSS, Tol. Lf Harper's edition. 

fA grandoieoe of the great marplot John WUkea of 
George III.'s titBe, and a near oonneoftioii (if I am not iiiia> 
taken) of Captafai Wilkes of the Booth Sea Ezpeditioii aad of 
the BCaion and Slidell feizore. 
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His lioQors in his profession of adrocate grew, 
and he came by courtesy to the title of Lord 
Jeffrey — (not to be conf onnded with that other 
murderous Lord Jeffreys, who was judicial hang- 
man for James II.). He is in Parliament too; 
never an orator properly ; but what he says, always 
clean cut, sensible, picturesque, flowing smooth- 
ly — but rather OTor the surface of things than 
into their depths. Accomplished is the word 
to apply to him ; accomplished largely and yari- 
ously, and with all his accomplishments perfect- 
ly in hand. 

Those two hundred papers which he wrote in 
the Edinburgh Review are of the widest range — 
charmingly and piquantly written. Yet they do 
not hold place among great and popular essays ; 
not with Macaulay, or Mackintosh, or Oarlyle, 
or eyen Hazlitt. He was French in his literary 
aptitudes and qualities ; never heavy ; touching 
things, as we have said, with a feather's point, yet 
touching them none the less surely. 

Could he have written a book to live ? His 
friends all thought it, and urged him thereto. He 
thought not. There would be great toil, he said. 
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and mortifioati<m at tha end ; so he lies buried^ 
where we leaye him, under a great tnmnliis of 
most h^)py Sevi$w writing* 

Sydney BmUh. 

I retam now to the clever English cnrate who 
was the first to propose the establishment of that 
great Northern Review, ont of which Lord JefErey ^ 
grew* Smith had written yerymnch and well, 
and had cracked his jokes in a way to be heard by 
all the good people of Edinboro*. But he was 
poor, and his wife poor ; he had his fortune to 
make ; and plainly was not making it there, tutor- 
ing his one pnpil. So, in 1804, he struck out for 
London, to carve his way to fortune. He knew 
few there ; but his clever papers in the Review 
gave him introduction to Whig circles, and a 
social plant, which he never forfeited. Lord and 
Lady Holland greatly befriended him ; and he 
early came to a place at the hospitable board of 
that famous Holland House — of whose green 
quietudes we have had glimpses, in connection 
with Addison, and in connection with Charles Fox 
— and whose mistress in the days we are now 
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npoiii ahowed immenae liking for the brilliant and 
witty parson. 

All this while, the Bey. Sydney was seeking 
preaching chances; bnt was eyed donbtfoUy by 
those who had pulpits in their gift. He was too 
independent — too witty — too radical — too hate- 
ful of religions conventionaliBms — too Bdiniurgh 
Beviewish. Neither was he a great orator ; rather 
scornful of ezplosiYe dap-trap or of noisy pul- 
pit rhetoric; yet he had a resonant Toice — 
earnest in every note and trill ; often sparkling 
to his points in piquant, conrersational way, but 
wanting quick-witted ones for their reception and 
comprehension. He lacked too, in a measure — 
what is another great resource for a preacher — 
the unction which comes of deep, sustained, de- 
Totional feeling, and a conviction of the unmatch- 
able importance and efficacy of sacerdotal influ- 
ences. I think there was no time in his life when 
he would not rather beguile a wayward soul by 
giving him a good, bright witticism to digest than 
by exhibit of the terrors of the Law. His Ch)spel 
— by preference — was an intellectual gospel ; yet 
not one that reposed on creeds and formulas. His 
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beurt was large, and his tolerance fnlL He iras a 
proud Ohnrohman indeed, and loyed to socwe dir 
senters ; bat delighted in the crack of his witti- 
cisms, more than he monmed orer their apostasy. 
Among the ''eyening meetings^ that he knew 
Tery mnch of, and specially rdished, were tiioee at 
his own little homestead, with dosed Uinds, and 
a few friends, and hot-water, and — lemons I 

I do not at all mean to imply that he had haUts 
of dissipation, or was erer guilty of Tulgar ex* 
cesses. Of all such he had a wholesome horror ; 
but along with it, he had a strong and abiding 
fondness for what he oounted the good things of 
life, and the bright things, and the play of wit, 
and the encounter of scholarly weapons. 

One beautiful priestly quality, howeyer, always 
shone in him : that was his kindliness for the 
poor and feeble — his sympathy with them — his 
working f ot their benefit ; and though he trusted 
little in appeals to the mere emotional nature, yet 
in his charity smnons he drew such yiyid pictures 
of the suffering pocnr folk who had come under his 
qre, as to put half his auditors in tears. 

His preaching in London at this early period 
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WB8 for the most part at an OQt-of-tke*way chs^, 
in connection with a Foundling Hospital ; but he 
gave a series of Philosophic Lectures at the Boyal 
Institution — neyer reckoned by himself with his 
good work — which were besieged by people who 
came to enjoy his witty sayings. In a few years^ 
howeyer, he secured a valuable church gift in 
Yorkshire, where he built a rectory — the ugliest 
and ''honest-eet house'' in ,the county — and en- 
tertained London and Scottish friends there, and 
grew to enjoy — much as he could — the trees, 
flowers, and lawns which he planted, and with 
which he coquetted, though only in a half-hearted 
way. His supreme Iotc was for cities and crowds ; 
he counting the country at its best only a kind 
of ^'healthy grave'* ; flowers, turf, birds are very 
well in tiieir way, he says, but not worth an hour 
of the rational conversation only to be had 
where a million are gathered in one spot. * 

And he does at last come to the million — ^get- 
ting, after his Whig friends came into power, and 
after the Seform revolution was over, tiie royal 

*Cited from reeoUection ; Iml vei/ dose to hU own iit- 
teiance, in » letter to a friend. 
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cal hunger for all oerteintiesy kept him loreTer in 
the seurch of new material «nd applumoet. He 
was dilatory to the last degree; his caution always 
multiplied delays ; no general was OTer so watch- 
ful of his commissariat — none ermr so unready 
for a ** Forward^ march I *^ Among his forecasts 
was that of a great history of England. Madame 
de Stael urged her friend to take possession of hfx 
Tilla on Lake Genera and, like Gibbon^ write his 
way there to a great fame. He did for awhile set 
himself resolutely to a beghming at the ooontry 
home ol Weedon Lodge in Buckinghamshire ~ 
accumulated piles of fortifying MSS. and priTaie 
records ; but for outcome we haye only that dum- 
sy torso which outlines the Berolution cl 1688.* 

His plans wanted a hundred working years, in« 
stead cl the thirty which are only allotted to men. 
What Jeffrey left behind him marks, I think, the 
full limit of his powers ; the same is true of 
Brougham, and true probably of Macanlay; and 
I think no tension and no inoentiye would haTO 

* EutofyqfUU Bevoltdumii^ EngUmd im 16S8y Oompru" 
ing a Vma ofHU Beign qf Jamtt ILJrom ki$ Auanom to tk$ 
SnUrprue [mi] qfih§ JMm$ cf Ortmgt^ Londooi 1SS4. 
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wroaght njxm Sydney Smith to work greater and 
brighter things than he did aooomplish. A biah- 
opric would only haye set his gibee into oomsoa- 
tion at greater tables^ and perhaps given larger 
system to his charities. But Mackintosh never 
worked up to the fall level of his best power and 
large learnings except in moments of conversa- 
tional exaltation. 

Best at Oaimes. 
Before dosing onr chapter we take one more 
swift glimpse at that arch-plotter for Whiggism — 
in the early days of the Edinburgh Review — 
whom we left fidgetting in the House of Lords, 
on a May evening of 1846. He had a longer life 
by far than most of those who conspired for the 
maintenance of the great blue and bufE forerun- 
ner of British critical journals. He was only 
twenty-three when he put his shoulder to the 
quarterly revolutions of ^<d Edinburgh ^^joxmg- 
est of all the immediate founders ;* and he out- 

• Smith, Jeltteji Brown, Horner, and Bron^^iam. Ste- 
phens : BbuTB ff» a Library^ iii., 140. 

The <^ Brown ** aUnded to m one of the fonndert, wm Dr. 
Thomas Brown, a dittingaiahed phjiioian and pqrchologiil 
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lired them all and ontroiced them all in the 
hurly-burly of the world. 

He anryiyed Macanlay too — an early contrib- 
utor of whom we shall hare more to say — and 
though he was past eighty at the death of the 
historian^ he was alert still, and his brain ra- 
grantly actiye ; but the days of his early glory and 
fame — when the young blusterer bolstered up 
Beform, and slew the giants of musty pririlege 
and sent ^' the aohoolmaster abroad,'' and antag- 
onised slayeiy, were gone ; * do, too^ were those 

(b. 1778; d. 18S0), who after Israe of third number of the 
BtwitWy had diffeienoet with Httnj (Tirtsal editor) which 
led him to withdraw liia support. L^ bj Welih, p. 79 

* I cannot f6rl>ear giying — thoogfa only in a note — one 
bortt of liis ferrid oratoryi when liia powers were at their 
bert: 

^*It waf the boast of Angoitaa— it formed pari of the 
glare in wldch the perfldiea of hit earlier jean were loit^ 
that lie found Borne of brick, and left it of marble — a praise 
noi nnworthj of a great prince, and to which the present 
reign [(George IV .] has its claim also. Bnt how much nobler 
wiU be onr Sorereign's boast, when he shaU hare it to saj, 
that he found law dear and left it cheap; foond it a sealed 
book, and left it a living letter ; foond it the patrimony of 
the rich, left it the inheritance of the poor; fonnd it the 
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palmy times when he made the courts at West- 
minster ring with his championship of that poor 
Qaeen (who^ whaterer her demerits — and they 
were many — was certainly abominably maltreated 
by a husband far worse than she) ; times when the 
populace who espoused her cause shouted brayos 
to Harry Brougham — times when he was the best 
known and most admired man in England ; all 
thescj and his chancellorship^ and his wordy tri- 
umphs in the House of Lords, were far behind 
him, and the inevitable loss of place and power 
fretted him grieyously. He quarrelled with old 
coadjutors ; in Parliament he shifted from bench 
to bench ; in the weakness of age, he truckled 
to power; he exasperated his friends, and for 
years together — his scoldings, his tergiyersations, 
and his plaid trousers made a mine of mockery for 
Mr. Punch. As early as 1835-40, Lord Brougham 
had purchased an estate in the south of France, 
in a beautiful nook of that mountain shore which 
sweeps eastward from the neighborhood of Mar- 

two-€dged fword of craft and oppression, left it the staff of 
honestj and the shield of innocence." Speech, on Preuni 
Stale of ike Law^ Febrnary 7, 1828. 
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Mnlles — along the Mediterranean^ and whieli ao 
many trayellen now know by the delights of the 
Cornice Boad and Monaco, and Mentone, and 
Son Bemo. The little fishing village where yean 
ago Lord Brongham set up his Villa of Louise 
E16onore (after a darling and loet child) is now a 
snburb of the fashionable resort of Cannes. At 
his home there, amongst the diyes, Uie oleanders 
and the orange-trees, the disappointed and pet- 
ulant ex-chancellor passed most of the later years 
of his life. 

Friends dropping in npon him — nmch doobt- 
ing iA their reception — found him as the hnmors 
changed, peeyish with strong regrets and recrim- 
inations, or placid under the weight of his yearg, 
and perhaps narcotised by the marvellous beau^ 
of the scenes around him. 

He was over nine^ at his death in 1868. To 
the very last, a man not to be reckoned on : some 
days as calm as the sea that rippled under his 
window; other days full of his old unrest and 
petulanciee. There are such m&SL in all times 
and in all sodetios pagacions, fussy^ win, inde- 
fatigable, immensely serviceable, cantankerous; 
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we eanH get on withoat them ; we are for ever 
wishing that we could. 

In oar next chapter we shall come npon a critic^ 
who was a fiunons editor — adroit^ strongs waspish^ 
bookish, and ignoble. We shall encounter a king, 
too — of whom we haye thus far only had glimpses 
— who was jolly — excellently limbed and con- 
ditioned physically — a man ^' of an infinite jest/' 
too, and yet as arrant a dastard — by all old-fash- 
ioned moral measures of character — as SUstaff 
himself. Again we shall follow traces of a great 
poet — but neyer a &Yorite one— who has left 
markings of his career, strong and deep ; a man 
who had a Greek's delight in things of beauty, 
and a Greek's subtlety of touch ; but one can fan- 
cy a faun's ears showing their tips npon his mas- 
siye head, and (without fancy) grow conscious of 
a heathenism clouding his great culture. Other 
two poets of lighter mould we shall meet ; — more 
gracious, lighter pinioned — prettily flitting — iri- 
descent — grace and sparkle in their utterances, 
but leaving no strong markings ''upon the sands 
of time." 



OHAPTEB IV. 

W"£ haTe wandered much in our two last 
chapters beyond what may be reck<med 
strictly English lands, into that pleasant re- 
gion lying between the Tweed and the Firth of 
Forth ; and it was north of the heights of Lam- 
mermnir and of the Pentland Hills^ and in that 
delightful old city which is dominated by the 
lesser heights of the Salisbury crags, the Cas- 
tle Becky and Oalton Hill, that we found the 
builders of that great Review, which in its liyery 
of buff and blue still carries its original name. 
I traced the several careers of Sydney Smith, 
Lord Brougham, and Judge Jeffrey ; the first of 
these, from a humble village curacy, ooming to 
be one of the most respected literary men of 
England, and an important official of St. Ptal's 
Cathedral; if his wit had been less lively he 

112 
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might ha?6 risen to a bishopric Brougham was^ 
first, essayist, then ad?ocate, then Parliamentary 
orator, then Beformer, then Lord High Chan- 
cellor — purging the ooarts of much legal trnm- 
pery — always a scold and qnarreller, and gain- 
ing in the first year of William IV. his barony 
of Brougham and Vaux : hence the little squib 
of yerse, which will help to keep his exact title 
in mind: 

^ Why if Lord Brovgham like a iweeping mtn 
That doae hj the parement walki? 
Becaofe when he's done aU the fweep that he can 
He takes up hia J?fvoM and Valksi*' 

As for Jeffrey, he became by his resolute 
industry and his literary graces and aptitudes one 
of the most admired and honored critics of Great 
Britain* 

Ojfford and His Quarterly. 

Our start-point to-day is on the Thames — in 

that derouring city of London, which yery early 

in the century was laying its tentacles of growth 

on all the greenness that lay between Blackwall 

and Bayswater, and which — athwart the Thames 
IV.— 8 
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shores — strode bligfatingly from Clapham to 
Hackney* 

It was, I beliere, in the year 1809 that Mr. 
John Murray, the great publisher of Lcmdon — 
stirred, pertiaps, by some incentiYe talk of Walter 
Sootty or of other good Tory penmen, and emulous 
of the success which had attended Jeffrey's Review 
in the north, established a riral one— called simply 
The Quarterly — intended to represent the Tory 
interests as unflinchingly and aggressirely as the 
JBdinburgh had done Whig interests. The first 
editor was a William Gifford* (a name worth re- 
membering among those of British critics), who 
was bom in DeTonshire* He was the son of a dis- 
solute house-painter, and went to sea in his young 



• Willkm Gilford, b. 1757; d. 18SS. I gire the tnrth-dste 
nsmed by himielf in his sutobiography, thoni^ the new 
yoHanal DietUmary cf Biography giree date of 176$. 
Oifford — thoa^ noi alwtjf the beet anthoiify—oa^ to 
hare known the year when he waa bom. 

Ed. QuarteHy JSm^s 1809-18S4; JwMnaiy 1801; Bern 
Jomany 1816. 

Some interesting matter concerning the earij Ufe of Gif* 
ford may be found in Memoirt of Johm Murray^ toL 1, pp. 



GIFFORD AS A POET. 115 

days^ bat was afterwards apprenticed to a dioe- 
maker. Some piquant rhymes he made in those 
days attracting the attention of beneyolent gentle- 
men, he was pnt in the way of schooling, and at 
Oxford, where he stndied. It was while there he 
meditated, and perhaps ezeonted, some of tiiose 
clever translations frcHn Persins and JuTenal, 
which he published somewhat later. He edited 
Ben Jonson's works in a dnmsy and dispntetiovs 
way, and in some of his earlier, crude, satirical 
rhymes (Baviad) paid his recfpecte to Madame 
Thrale in this fashion : 

** See Thrmle's gtkj widow with » Michel ntm^ 
And bring^in pomp Uborioof notliiiigt home." 

Again he pounces upon the biographer of Dr. 
Johnson thus-wise : 

" Boewell, tifing with prepoeteroos pride, 
Johnfon's wont frailties, toUb from side to side, 
His heavy head from hour to hour erects, 
Affects the fool, and is what he affects." 

These lines afford a Tery good measure of his 
poetic grace and aptitude ; but they give only a 
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remote idea of his wonderful oi^Moity for abtumig 
people who did not think as he thought He 
had a genins in this direction, which oonld not 
have discredited an editorial room in New York 
— or elsewhere. Walter Scott — a warm political 
friend — speaks of him as '^a little man, dompled 
up together, and so ill-made as to seem almost 
deformed i^ and I think that kindly gentleman 
was disposed to attribute much of the critic's 
ranoor to his invalidism ; but if we measure hit 
printed bile in this way, there must be credited 
him not only his usual rheumatic twinges, but 
a pretty constant dyspepsia, if not a chronic 
neuralgia. Of a certainty he was a most msr- 
lignant type of British party critics ; and it is 
curious how the s&yors of its first bitterness do 
still linger about the pages of the Quarterly 
SevteWt 

John Wilson Groker* will be beet known to our 
readers as the editor of that edition of Boswell's 



* John Wilfon Croker, b. 1780; d. 1857, wrote Tolvmi- 
nooily for the Quarterly Review ; Life of Jokmon (ed.)) 1881 ; 
hit Mnmairw and Correepondetue^ 1885. 
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** Johnson/' to which I have alluded. Within the 
last ten years^ however^ his memoirs and corre- 
spondence, in two balky yolumes, hare excited a 
certain langtiid interest, and giyen entertainment 
to those who are cnrioos in respect to the political 
wire-pullings of the early part of this century in 
London. He was an ardent co-worker with Oif- 
f ord in the early history of the Qaartwly Beview. 
He loyed a lord every whit as well as Oifford, and 
by dint of a gentlemanly manner and gentlemanly 
associations was not limited to the ''baok-stairs 
way ^ of Mr. Gifford in courting those in authority. 
His correspondence with dukes and earls — to all 
of whom he is a ^Mear Oroker'' — abound ; and 
his account of interviews with the Prince Begent, 
and of dinners at the Pavilion in Brighton^ are 
quite Boswellian in their particularity and in 
their atmosphere of worship. There is also long 
account in the book to which I have called atten- 
tion, of a private discourse by (George IV., of 
which Mr. Oroker was sole auditor ; and it is hard 
to determine whether Oroker is more elated by 
having the discourse to record, or Mr. Jennings 
by having such a record to edit 
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A Prince BegenL 

Thii Toyal mention brings as onoe more^ for a 
little space, to our background of kings. Of the 
old monaroh, Qeorge ML, we haye had frequent 
and fall glimpses. We wish to know scHnething 
now of that new prince (whom we saw in oar 
Soott chapter), bat who in 1810, when his father's 
ftKmltieB fsiled altogether, became B^gent; and 
we wish to learn what qualities are in him and 
under what training they dereloped. 

The old father had a substmoture of good, 
hard sense that showed itself through all his ob- 
stinacies ; for instance, when Dr. Markham, who 
was appointed tutor to his two oldest sons — 
Prince of Wales and Duke of York — asked how 
he should treat them, the old king said : ^'Treat 
them P Why, to be sure, as you would any gen- 
tleman's sons I If they need the birch, giro them 
the birch, as you would haye done at Westminster/' 
But when they had adyanced a bit, and a certain 
Dr. Arnold (a later tutor) undertook the same 
r^men, the two princes put their forces together 
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and gaye the doctor such a drabbing that he 
neyer tried birch again. But it was always a very 
close life the princes led in their yonng days ; the 
old king was Tory rigorous in respect of hours and 
being out at night By reason of which Oeorge 
IV. looked sharply after his opportunities, when 
they did come, and made up for that early cloister- 
hood by a large laxity of regimen.* Indeed, he 
opened upon a very glittering career of dissipa- 
tions — the old father groaning and grumbling and 
squabbling against it vainly. 

It was somewhere about 1788 or 1789, just wh^i 
the French Bevolution was beginning to throw 
its bloody foam oyer the tops of the Bastille, that 
temporary insanity in the old King G^rge III. 
did for a yery brief space bring the Prince into 
consequence as Begent. Of the hiq^pening of 
this, and of the gloom in the palace, there is story 
in the diary of Madame D'Arblay,t who was her- 

^Yety much piquant talk about George 17. and hit 
friends maj be found in the Jowrnal of Mary Frampum 
from 1779 wUil 1846, London: Sampaon Low & Co., 
1886. 

t JBmffUik Lcmdi and LeUers^ roL iU., pp. 168-70. 
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self in attendanoe upon the Qneen. If, indeed, 
George in. had stayed mad from that date, and 
the Prince — then in his fullest yigor, and al great 
friend of Fox and other Liberal leaders — had 
come to the fall and nninterrapted responsibiliij 
of the Begency, his career might haye been yery 
different. Bat the old king rallied, and for 
twenty years thereafter put his obstinacies and 
Tory caution in the way of the Prince, who, with 
no political royalties to engage him, and no im- 
portant official duties (though he tried hard to 
secure military oommand), ran riot in the old way. 
He laTishes money on Carlton House; builds 
a palace for Mrs. Fitsherbert; coquets with 
Lady Jersey; affects the fine gentlenuou No 
man in London was prouder of his walk, his cane, 
his dub nonchalance, his taste in meats, his 
knowledge of wines, ragofLts, indelicate songs, and 
arts of the toilette. Withal, he is well-made, tall, 
of most graceful address, a capital story-teller, 
too ; an indefatigable diner-out ; a yery fashion- 
plate in dress — corsetted, puffed out in the chest 
like a pouter pigeon ; all the while running yig- 
oroudy and scandalously in debt, while the 
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father is setting himself squarely against any far- 
ther parliamentary grant in his fayor. There 
are, however — or will be — relentings in the 
old Eing^s mind, if ''Wales" will promise to 
settle down in life and marry his cousin, Oaro- 
line of Brunswick — if, indeed, he be not already 
married to Mrs. Fitzherbert, which some ayow 
and some deny. It does not appear that the 
Prince is yery positiye in his declarations on 
this point ~ yes or no. So he filially yields and 
accedes to a marriage, which by the conditions 
of the bargain is to bring him £70,000 to pay 
his debts withaL She is twenty-eeyen — a good« 
looking, spirited Brunswicker woman, who sets 
herself to speaking English — nips in the bud 
some loye-passages she has at home, and comes 
oyer to conquer the Prince's affections — which 
she finds it a yery hard thing to do. He is 
polite, howeyer ; is agreeably disposed to the mar- 
riage scheme, which finds exploitation with a 
great flourish of trumpets in the Chapel Boyal of 
St. James. The old King is delighted with his 
niece ; the old Queen is a littie cool, knowing that 
the Prince does not care a penny for the bride. 
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and UUeriBg thst ahe oni^t to haye found Oat 
oat 

She does find it oat, howeyer, in good time ; and 
finds oat aboat Mrs. Fitsherbort and her fine 
hoose ; and does giye her Prince some yeiy seyere 
cnrtain lectures — beginning early in that branch 
of wifely duty. The Prince takes it in dudgeon ; 
and the dudgeon grows bigger and bigger on both 
sides (as such things will) ; finally, a year or more 
later — after the birth of her dan^ter, the Prin- 
cess Oharlotte^- proposals for separation are 
passed between them (with a great fiourish of 
diplomacy and' g«dden sticks), and accepted with 
exceeding cordiality on both sides. 

Thereafter, the Prince beccmieB again a man 
about town^-yery much about town indeed. 
Eyeiybody in Lcmdon knows his great bulk, his 
fine waistcoats, his horses, his hats and his won* 
derful bows, which are made with a grace that 
seems in itself to confer knighthood. For yery 
many yean his domestic life, — what little there 
was of it, — passed without weighty distractions. 
His B^gency when established (1811) was hdd 
through a yery important period of British 
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historj; those great wayes of Oontinental war 
which ended in Waterloo belonged to it ; so did 
the American war of 1813 ; so did grave disaffec- 
tions and discontent at home. He did not quar- 
rel with his cabinets^ or impede their action ; he 
learned how to yield, and how to conciliate. 
Were it only for this, 'tis hardly fair to connt him 
a mere posture-master and a dandy. 

He loyed, too, and always respected his old 
mother, the Queen of (George III. ;* loTed too, — 
in a way — and more than any other creature in 
the worid except himself, that darling daughter 
of his, the Princess Charlotte, who at serenteen 
became the bride of Leopold, afterward Eong of 
Belgium, — she surviying the marriage only a year. 
Her memory is kept alive by the gorgeous marUe 
cenotaph you will see in St. George's Chapel, 
Windsor. 

It was only when George lY. actually ascended 
the throne in 1830 that his separated wife put in 
a disturbing appearance again ; she had been liy- 
ing yery independently for wm» years on the Con- 

* Qaeen Charlotte, d. 1818. 
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tinent ; and it occnrred to her — now that (Jeorge 
was aotnally King — that it would be agood thing, 
and not impinge on the old domestic frigidities^ to 
share in some of the drawing-room splendors and 
royalties of the British capital. To Cteorge lY. it 
seemed yeiy awkward ; so it did to his cabinet. 
Hence came about those measures for a diyorce^ 
and the famous trial of Queen Caroline, in which 
Brougham won oratorical fame by his brilliant 
plea for the Quem. This was so far successful as 
to make the ministerial dirorce scheme a failure ; 
but the poor Queen came out of the trial very 
much bedraggled; whether her Continental life 
had indeed its criminalities or not, we shall never 
positiyely know. Surely no poor creature was 
oyer more sinned against than she, in being whee- 
dled into a match with such an unregenerate par- 
taker in all deviltries as Oeorge lY. But she was 
not of the order of women out of which are made 
martyrs for conscience's sake. It was in the 
year 1821 that death came to her relief, and her 
shroud at last whitened a memory that had 



A Scholar and Poet 

We freshen the air now with quite another pres- 
ence. Yet I am to speak of a man whose life was 
full of tnmnlt, and whose work was fall of learn- 
ing and power — sometimes tonched with infinite 
delicacy. 

He was bom four years after Sydney Smith and 
Walter Scott — both of whom he snrviyed many 
years ; indeed he lacked only eleren years of com- 
pleting a centary when he died in Florence^ where 
most of his active — or rather inactive — life was 
passed. I allade to the poet and essayist^ Walter 
Savage Lander. * He is not what is called a favor- 
ite author ; he never was ; he never wUl be. In 
f act^ he had such scorn of popular applause^ that 
if it had ever happened to him in moments of 
dalliance with the Muses^ and of frolic with rhyth- 
mic language^ to set such music afloat as the world 
would have repeated and loved to repeat^ I think 
he would have torn the music out in disdain for 

^ W. 8. Landor, b. 1776; d. 1864. GMr^ 1798; Imagi- 
nary Canwrsationif 1824; Foster's Life^ 1869. 
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the «{^»roTal of a miiltitoda. Heir whmt he nji, 
in one of his later poetic nttennoes : — 

** N«T«r wM I impctleiil to leoobe 
Wbit any man oonld gire me. Wbta a friead 
OftTe me mj dae, I Xodk it, and no mofe. 
Serenely glad, beeanae tikat friend waa pleaaed. 
lieeknotmaiqr; manj teek not me. 
If there are few now teate d at mj boaxd, 
I poll no diildren*i hair beeanae Ibey nranch 
Oilt gingerbread, the iigored and the tweet, 
Or wallow in the innooenoe of wbej; 
Gire aie wild boar, tlie bnck'i broad hanndi giTe ««, 
And wine thai time baa mellowed, eren aa time 
MeHowa the warrior hermH inhia oelL"* 

Sooh Tene does not inyite a laige following, 
nor did the man. Pugnadons, tyrannic^ lond* 
monthed, setting the world's and the Ohnrch's 
mbrics at defiance ; yet weighing language to the 
last jot and tittle of its significance, and — odd- 
whiles — putting little tendernesses of thought and 
far-reaching poetic aspirations into such cinct- 
ures of polished Terse — so jewelled, so compaot, 
so classic, so fine — that their music will last and 
be admired as long, I think, as English speech 

•F.4SS. LrndFrwUfromtmOUTrm. 
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lasts. Apart from all this man wrote^ there is a 
strange, half-tragio interest in his lif e, which will 
warrant me in telling yon more of him than I 
hare told of many whose books are more prized 
by you. 

He was the son of a Dr. Landor^ of Warwick, 
in middle England, who by reason of two adroit 
marriages was a man of fortune, and so secured 
eventually a very full purse to the poet, who if he 
had depended only on the sale of his literary 
wares, would hare starred. Language was always 
young Lander's hobby ; and he came, by dint of 
good schooling, to such dexterity in the use of 
Latin, as to write it in Terse or prose with nearly 
the same ease as English. He loTcd out-of-door 
pursuits in boyhood and all his life ; was greatly 
accomplished, his biographer says, in fishing — 
especially with a cast-net; and of the prey that 
sometimes came into such net there is this 
frolicsome record : 

** In jonth twas there I used to scsie 
A whining bird, or tctrnpeTing hirot 
And lemTe my book within a nook 
Where aUerf lean abore the brook, 
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To walk b^ood the third mfll-poiii 
And meet a maideii fur mud fond 
Expecting me beneath a tree 
Of shade for twO) bnt not for three. 
Ahf mj old Yew, far out of Tiew, 
Why matt I bid yon boUi adieu? " ^ 

At Oxford he was a marked man for his deyer- 
ness and for his audacities; these last brought 
him to grief there, and going home upon his 
rustication, he quarrelled with his father. There- 
after we find him in London, where he publishes 
his first little booklet of poems (1796); only 
twenty then ; counted a fierce radical ; detesting 
old (George III. with his whole heart ; admiring 
the rebel Oeorge Washington and declaring it ; 
loving the French, too, with their liberty and 
fraternity song, until it was silenced by the 
cannonading of Napoleon ; thenceforward, he 
counts that people a nation of ** monkeys, fit only 
to be chained/' 

But Landor never loved London. We find him 
preeentiy wandering by the shores of Wales, and 
among its mountains. Doubtless he takes his 

* ColTin dtei thii from vnpablif bed TBrtee. 
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caat-net with him; the names of lanthS and 
Ion6 decorate occasional yerses; a certain Boee 
Aylmer he encounters^ too, who loans him a book 
(by Clara Beeve), from a sketch in which he 
takes hint for his wild, weird poem of ff^Mr, his 
first long poem — known to Tery few — perhaps 
not worth the knowing. It is blind in its drift ; 
war and pomp and passion in it — ending with a 
poisoned eup ; and contrasting with these, snch 
rural beatitudes as may be conjured under Afric 
skies, with tender love-breezes, ending in other 
beatitudes in coral palaces beneath the sea. This, 
at any rate, is the phantasmic outline which a 
reading leaves upon my own memory. Perhaps 
another reader may be happier. 

That shadowy Bose Aylmer, through whom the 
suggestion for the poem came, was the real daugh- 
ter of Lord Aylmer, of the near Welsh country ; 
what Lander's intimacy with her may haye been, in 
its promise or its reach, we do not know ; but we 
do know that when she died, somewhat later and 
in a far country, the poet gave her name embalm- 
ment in those wonderful little yerses, which poor 

Charles Lamb, it is said, in his later days, would 
IV.-9 
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repeat oyer and oyer and oyer, neyer tiring of the 
melody and the pathos. Here they are :-^ 

«^ Ah, what armilB the sceptred race, 

Ah, what the form diTine! 
Whit— erexj Tirtae, erexj grace I 

Boee Ajlmer, all were thine. 
Bote Ajlmer, whom theae wakefol ejei 

Maj weep, bat nerer see, 
A Dii^ of memories and of aSgha 

I coniecrate to thee 1 " 

Meantime, growing into a tempeBtnooa loye for 
the wild Welsh country, he bargains for a great 
estate, far np in a yalley which opens down upon 
the larger yalley in which lies Abergayenny ; and 
being rich now by reason of his father's death, 
parts with his beaatif al ancestral properties in the 
Warwickshire r^on, layishing a large portion 
of the sales-money upon the sayagery of the new 
estate in Wales. He plants, he builds, he plays 
the monarch in those solitudes. He marries, too, 
while this mountain passion is on him, a young 
girl of French or Swiss extraction — led like a 
lamb into the lion's grasp. But the first Welsh 
quarrel of this poet-monarch — who was seyerely 
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classic, and who fed himself all his life through 
on the thnnder-bolts of Jupiter — was with his 
neighbors ; next with his workmen ; then with 
his tenants ; then the magistrates ; last with every- 
body ; and in a passion of disgust, he throws 
down his walls, turns astray his cattle, lets loose 
his mountain tarns, and leaying behind him the 
weltering wreck of his half-built home, goes over 
with his wife to Jersey, off the coast of Normandy. 
There she, poor, tired, frighted, worried bird — 
maybe with a little of the falcon in her — would 
stay ; he would not. So he dashes on inconti- 
nently — deserting her, and planting himself in 
mid-France at the old city of Tours, where he de- 
votes himself to study. 

This first family tiff, however, gets its healing, 
and — his wife joining him — they go to Como, 
where Southey (1817) paid them a visit ; this poet 
had been one of the first and few admirers of 
OeUr, which fact softened the way to very much 
of mutual and somewhat over-strained praises 
between these two.* From Como Landor went to 

* In hifl Latt Fruits from an Old Truy p. 834, Mozon 
Edition^ Landor writes : *' Southey could grasp great tubjecti 
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Pita — afterward to Florence, hia home thenceforth 
for Tery many years ; first in the town proper and 
then in a yilla at Fiesole from which is seen that 
wondrons yiew — none can forget who have beheld 
it — of the valley, which seems a plain — of the 
nestling city, with its great Bmnelleschi dome, 
its arrow-straight belfry of Oiotto, its quaint tower 
of the Palasso Yecchio^ its cypress sentinels on the 
Boboli heights^ its Biyer Amo shining and wind- 
ing, and stealing away seaward from the amphithe- 
atre of hills ^-on whose slopes are dotted white 
convents, sleeping in the snn, and villas peeping 
oat from their doakings of verdore, and the gray 
diimmer of olive orchards. 

Lcmicr in Baiy. 

Itwasin Florence that Lander wrote the greater 
part of those Imaginary Oonver$aium$ which have 
given him his chief fame ; bat which, very possi- 
bly, may be oatlived in the popular mind by the 
wonderful finish and the Saxon force which bdong 
to many of his verselets. 

mdmMlertliem; Cdeiidge nerer attempted them ; Wordt- 
worth attempted it md failed.** Thia ia atron^ exparUt 
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The conTersations are just what their name 
impliei — the talk of learned, or distrngnished 
men, on snch topics as they were supposed to be 
most familiar with; all imagined, and set forth 
by the brain of Landor, who took a strange 
delight in thos playing with the souls of other 
men and making them the puppets of his will. 
One meets in his pages Boger Ascham and Lady 
Jane Orey, Milton and Andrew Marvel, and 
Achilles and Helena; then we are transported 
from Mount Ida to the scene of a homely colloquy 
between Washington and Franklin— about mon- 
archy and Bepublicanlsm. Again we hare Leofric 
and Godiya telling their old story with a touching 
dramatic interest; and can listen — if we will — 
to long and dullish dispute between Dr. Johnson 
and Home Tooke, about Language and its Laws ; 
from this — in which Landor was always much 
interested — we slip to the Philo-Bussianism of a 
talk between Peter the Oreat and Alexis. There 
are seven great volumes of it all — which must 
belong to all considerable libraries, private or 
other, and which are apt to keep very fresh and 
uncut. Of course there is no logical continuity 
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— no fall expoeition of a creed, or a faith^ or a 
philosophy. It is a great, wide, eloquent, homely 
jumble ; one bounces from rock to rock, or 
from puddle to puddle (for there are puddles) 
at the will of this great giant driver of the 
chariot of imaginary talk.* There are beauties 
of expression that fascinate one; there are sen- 
tences so big with meaning as to bring you to 
sudden pause ; there are wearisome chapters about 
the balance of French rerselets, in which he sets 
up the poor Abb6 Delille on rhetorical stilts — 
only to pelt him down; there are page-long 
blotches of crude humor, and irrelerant muddy 
tales, that you wish were out As sample of his 
manner, I give one or two passages at random. 
Speaking of Boileau, he says : — 

^^ In Boile«a there if reaUy more of diffusenets thmn of 
breyity [he lores thai to slap a popular belief straight in 
the face] ; few obserre this, becanse [Boilean] abounds in 
short sentences ; and few are aware that sentences may be 
Terj short, and the writer Tery prolix; as half a dozen 

* I wonld strongly urge, howerer, the reading and par- 
chase, if may be, of ColTin's charming little QdtUm TrtoBwry 
coUection from Landor. 
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Btonef riling out of a brook give the passenger more trouble 
than a plank acroM it." [He abounds in short, pert similes 
of this sort which seem almost to carry an argument in 
them.] 

[Again] '* Caligula spoke justly and admirably when he 
compared the sentences of Seneca io $and witkoui Hme.^' 

[And once more] *^ He must be a bad writer, or, howerer, 
a rery indifferent one, to whom there are no inequalities. 
The plants of such table-land are dlminutiTe and nerer 
worth gathering. . . . The Tigorous mind has moun- 
tains to climb and ralleys to repose in. Is there any sea 
without its shoal? On that which the poet navigates, he 
rises intrepidly as the waves riot around him, and sits com- 
posedly as they subside. ..." 

^* Level the Alps one with another, and where is their 
sublimity? Raise up the Vale of Tempo to the downs 
above, and where are those sylvan creeks and harbors in 
which the imagination watches while the soul reposes, those 
recesses in which the gods partook of the weaknesses of 
mortals, and mortals the enjoyments of the gods." 

The great learning of Landor and his vast in- 
formation, taken in connection with his habits of 
self-indulgence (often of indolence), assore ns 
that he must have had the rare talent, and the 
yaloable one, of riddling books — that is, of skim- 
ming oyer them — with such wonderfully quick 
exercise of wit and judgment as to segregate the 
valuable from the valueless parts, ^is not a bad 
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quality ; nor is it necessarily (as many suppose) 
attended by superficiality. The suporficial man 
does indeed skim things; bat he ponnces as 
squarely and sorely upon the bad as upon the 
good ; he works by mechanical process and pro- 
gression — here a sentence and there a sentence ; 
bat the man who can race through a book wdl (as 
did Dr. Johnson and Landor), carries to the work 
— in his own genius for obserration and quick 
discernment — a chemical mordant that bites and 
shows warning efferyescence, and a signal to stay, 
only where there is something strong to bite. 

Landor^s DomesUcUiei, 

Meanwhile, we have a sorry story to teU of 
Lander's home belongings. There is a storm 
brewing in that beautiful villa of Fiesole. Chil- 
dren haye been bom to the house, and he pets 
them, fondles them — seems to loye them absorb- 
ingly. Little notelets which pass when they are 
away, at Naples, at Some, are full of pleasantest 
paternal banter and yearning. But those children 
haye run wild and are as yagrant as the winds. 

The home compass has no fixed bearings and 
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pointa all awry — the mother, neyer having qrm- 
pathy with the work which had tasked Landor in 
those latter years, has, too, her own outside yani- 
ties and a persistent petulance, which breaks out 
into rasping speech when Jupiter flings his thun- 
derbolts. So Landor, in a strong rage of determi- 
nation, breaks away : turns his back on wife and 
children — providing for them, however, gener- 
ously — and goes to live again at Bath, in Eng- 
land. 

For twenty-three years he stays there, away 
from his family (remembering, perhaps, in self- 
exculpating way, how Shakespeare had once done 
much the same), rambling over his old haunts, 
writing new verse^ revamping old books, petting 
his Pomeranian dog, entertaining admiring guests, 
fuming and raving when crossed. He was more 
dangerously loud, too, than of old ; and at last is 
driven away, to escape punishment for some scath- 
ing libels into which a storm of what he counted 
righteous rage has betrayed him. It must have 
been a pitiful thing to see this old, white-haired 
man — past eighty now — homeless, as good as 
childless, skulking, as it were, in London, just 
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before sailing for the Continent, — appearing sod- 
denly at Forster's hpase, seated upon his bed 
there, with Dickens in presence, mumbling abont 
Latin poetry and its flarors ! 

He finds his way to Qenoa, then to Florence, 
then to the Fiesole Villa onoe more ; but it would 
seem as if there were no g)ad greetings on either 
side ; and in a few days estrangement comes again, 
and he returns to Florence. Twice or thrice more 
those visits to Fiesole are repeated, in the yague 
hope, it would seem, floating in the old man's 
mind, that by some miracle of heaven, aspects 
would change therefor perhaps in him — and 
black grow white, and gloom sail away under 
some new blessed gale from Araby. But it does 
neyer come ; nor oyer the muddied waters of that 
home upon the Florentine hills flow pure and 
bright again. 

Fiiwi Exile cmd Death. 

He goes back — eighty-fly e now — tootiiless, and 
trembling under weight of years and wranglings, 
to the Via Nunziatina, in Flor^ioe ; he has no 
means now — haying despoiled himself for the 
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benefit of those living at his Villa of Fiesole^ who 
will not lire with him^ or he with them ; he is 
largely dependent npon a brother in England. 
He passes a sammer, in these times, with the 
American sculptor Story. He receiyes occasional 
wandering friends ; has a new pet of a dog to 
fondle. 

There is always a trail of worshipping women 
and poetasters about him to the very last ; but the 
bad odor of his Bath troubles has followed him ; 
Normanby, the British Minister, will give him no 
recognition ; but there is no bending, no flinching 
in this great, astute, imperious, headstrong, ill- 
balanced creature. Indeed, he carries now under 
his shock of white hair, and in his tottering figure, 
a stock of that coarse virility which has distin- 
guished him always — which for so many has its 
charm, and which it is hard to reconcile with the 
tender things of which he was capable ; — for in- 
stance, that interview of Agamemnon and Iphi- 
genia — so cunningly, delicately, and so feelingly 
told — as if the story were all his own, and had no 
Greek root — other than what found hold in the 
greensward of English Warwickshire. And I 
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doee our talk of Landor, by citing this : Iphigeoia 
has heard her doom (yoa know the story) ; she 
most die by the hands of the priest — or, the 
ships, on which her father's hopes and his fortunes 
rest, cannot saiL Tet, she pleads ; — there may 
haye been mistakes in interpreting the cmel or»- 
de, — there may be hope still, — 

** The Father plsoed Uf dieek upon her head 
And tears dropi down it; but, the king of men 
Beplied not : Then the maiden apoke once more« — 
*0, Father, Mjitthon nothing? Hear'at thoa nol 
JKr, whom thon erer beat, nntil thia hour, 
Liatened to— fondly ; and awakened me 
To hear my roice amid the roice of birds 
When it was inarticnlate aa theirs, 
And the down deadened it withhi the neat* 
He moTed lier gently from him, aiient still : 
And this, and this alone, bron^ tears from her 
Althongfa she saw fate nearer : then, with sighs, — 
* I thought to bare laid down niy hair before 
Benignant Artemis, and not bare dimmed 
Her poliaht altar with niy Tirgia blood ; 
I tiioii^ to bare selected the white flowers 
To ^ease the Nymphs, and to have aaked of eadi 
By name, and with no s or row f ul regret, 
Whetlier, since both my parents willed the change, 
I mi|^ at Hymen's feet bend my dipt brow. 
And — (after those who mind ns giris the most) 



LAST OF LANDOR. 141 

Adore our own Athena, that the would 

Begard me mildly with her acnre eyes; 

Bat — Father! to lee yon no more, and see 

Tonr lore, O Father ! go, ere I am gone.' 

Gently he mored her off, and drew her hack, 

Bending hia lofty head far orer hen. 

And the dark depths of nature heaved and bust : 

He tamed away : not far, bat silent still : 

She now first shuddered ; for in him — so nigh, 

80 long a silence seemed the approach of death 

And like it Once again, she raised her roice, — 

* O Father t if the ships are now detained 

And all your tows more not the Qods aboTe 

When the knife strikes me, there will be one prayer 

The less to them ; and, purer can there be 

Any, or more f errent, than the daughter's prayer 

For her dear father's safety and success? ' 

A groan that shook him, shook not his Besolre. 

An aged man now entered, and without 

One word, stept slowly on, and took the wrist 

Of the pale maiden. She looked up and saw 

The fillet of the priest, and cahn cold eyes : 

Then turned she, where her parent stood and cried,^ 

* 0, Fatberl giiere no more ! the ships can saill ' " 

When we think of Landor, let us forget his 
wranglea — forget hiB wild impetuosities — forget 
his coarsenesses, and his sad, lonely death ; and — 
instead — keep in mind, if we can, that tweet 
pictare I have given yon. 
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Proae of Leigh HtmL 

It was some two yean before George IV. came 
to the Regency, and at nearly the same date 
with the eetablishment of Murray'a Quarterly, 
that Mr. Leigh Hnnt,* in company with his 
brother John Hanty eet np a paper caUed the 
JScomtfMr— associated in later days with ihe 
strong names of Fonblanqne and Forster. This 
paper was of a stiffly Whiggish and radical sort, 
and very oni-spoken — so that when George IV., 
as Begent, seemed to tarn his back on old Whig 
friends, and show fayors to the Tories (as he did), 
Mr. Leigh Hunt wrote such sneering and abosive 
articles about the Begent that he was prose- 
cuted, fined, and clapped into prison, where he 
stayed two years. They were lucky two years 
for him— making reputation for his paper and 
for himself; his friends and family dressed up 
his prison room with flowers (he loyed overmuch 

* Leigh Hant, b. 1784; d. 1869. Francaca da EinUni^ 
1816; ReeoUections of Byron^ 1828; The Indicator^ 1819>S1; 
AviMograpky, 1850. 
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little luxuries of that sort) ; Byron, Moore, God- 
win, and the rest all came to see him ; and there 
he caught the first faint breezes of that popular 
applause which blew upon him in a desultory and 
rather languid way for a good many years after- 
ward — not wholly forsaking him when he had 
grown white-haired, and had brought his delicate, 
fine, but somewhat feeble pen into the modem 
courts of criticism. 

I do not suppose that anybody in our day goes 
into raptures oyer the writings of Leigh Hunt ; 
neyertheless, we must bring him upon our record 
— all the more since there was American blood in 
him. His father, Isaac Hunt, was bom in the Bar- 
badoes, and studied in Philadelphia; in the latter 
city. Dr. Franklin and Tom Paine used to be 
visitors at his grandfather's house. At the out- 
break of the Reyolution, Hunt's father, who — 
notwithstanding his Philadelphia wife — was a 
bitter loyalist, went to England — his departure 
yery much quickened by some threats of punish- 
ing his aggressive Toryism. He appears in Eng- 
land as a clergyman — ultimately wedded to 
Unitarian doctrines; finding his way sometimes 
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io the stadio of Benjamin Weit — talking orer 
PenniylTftnia aflbin with that &moii8 ariirty and 
enocmntering there, as it chanced, J<dm Tnun- 
ball, a rtadent in painting — who in after yean 
bequeathed an art-gallerj to Tale College. It 
happens, too, that this Colonel Tmmbnll, in 1813, 
when the American war was in progresi^ was 
SQspeoted as a spy, and escaped grief mainly by 
the intervention of Isaac Hont. 

The young Hont began early to write — finding 
his way into jonmaUsm of all sorts ; his name asso- 
ciated sooner or later with The News, and dra- 
matic critiques ; with the Examiner, the Rtfiector, 
the Indicating, the Companion, and the Liberal— 
for which latter he dragged his family down into 
Italy at the instance of Byron or Shelley, or both. 
That Liberal was intended to astonish people and 
make the welkin ring ; but the Italian muddle 
was a bad one, the Liberal going under, and 
an ugly quarrel setting in ; Hunt reyenging him- 
self afterward by writing Lord Byron and his 
Contemporaries, — a book he ultimately regretted : 
he was nerer strong enough to make his bitter- 
ness respected. Honeyed words became him 
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better; and these he dealt out — wave np<ni 
waye — on all sorts of unimportant themes. 
Thus, he writes apon ** Sticks '' ; and again npon 
'^ Maid-servants''; again on ''Bees and Butterflies'' 
(which is indeed yery pretty) ; and again ** Upon 
getting np of a cold morning" — in which he 
compassionates those who are haled oat of their 
beds by '' harpy-footed furies " — discourses on his 
own experience and sees his own breath rolling 
forth like smoke from a chimney, and the win- 
dows frosted oyer. 

*^ Then the Mrranl comet in : * It ii retj cdd this mom* 
ing, isHnot?' « Very cold, sir.' * Very cold, indeed, irat 
it ? ' *• Very cold, indeed, dr.* « More than nsoally fo» i0n*t 
it, eren for this weather?' « Why, dr, I think it if, air.' 
. . . And then the hot water comes : ^ And is it qoite 
hot? And isn*t it too hot ? ' And what * an nnnecessaiy and 
Tillainons custom this is of shaTing.' " 

Whereupon he glides ofiF, in words that flow as 

easily as water from a roof — into a disquisition 

upon flowing beards — instancing Cardinal Bembo 

and Michelangelo, Plato and the Turks. Listen 

again to what he has to say in his Indicator upon 

** A Coach":— 
ly.-lO 
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^'It if foil of cniliioiii and comfort; elegaoUj odorcd ia- 
■ide and oni; rich yet neal; li^ and n^id, yet nibclantial. 
The honea aeem proud to draw it The fat and fair-wlgged 
coachman lends fail looncttng kwh, fail aim on^ in action, 
and that but KtUe; his body well set with ito own wei^t. 
The footman, in the pride of his nonchalance, holding bj 
the straps behind* and glancing down sideways betwixt his 
co^ed hat and neckdoth, standing swin|^ from East to 
West npon his springy toes. The horses rash along amidst 
their glancing harness. Spotted dogs leap abont them, bark- 
ing with a princely snperfloity of noise. The hammer cloth 
trembles thxoof^ all its fringe. The paint flashes in the 



Nothing can be finer — if one likeB that sort of 
fineness. We follow snch a writer with no sense 
of his having addressed oar inteHectnal nature^ 
but rather with a sense of pleasarable regalement 
to oar nostrils by some high wordy perf ame. 

Hawthorne, in Our Old Home, I think, tells as 
that even to extreme age, the boyishness of the 
man's natare shone throagh and made Hnnt's 
speech like the chirp of a bird ; he never tired of 
gathering his pretty roses of words. It is hard to 
think of snch a man doing serioas service in the 
rdle of radical joamalist — as if he could speak 
dangerous things ! And yet, who can tell ? They 
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say Bobespi^re delighted in satin facings to his 
coat, and was never without his boutonniire. 

Wo all know the figare of Harold Skimpole, in 
Dickens's Bleak House, with traits so true to Leigh 
Hunt% that the latter's friends held np a warning 
finger, and said : '^ For shame I '^ to the noyelist. 
Indeed, I think Dickens felt relentings in his 
later years, and would have retouched the por* 
trait ; but a man who paints with flesh and blood 
pigments cannot retouch. 

Certain it is that the household of Hunt was of 
a ram-shackle sort, and he and his always very 
much out at ends. Even Carlyle, who was a 
neighbor at Chelsea, was taken aback at the easy 
way in which Hunt confronted the butcher-and- 
baker side of life ; and the kindly Mrs. Oarlyle 
drops a half-querulous mention of her shortened 
larder and the periodic borrowings of the excel- 
lent Mrs. Hunt. 

Himt*8 Verse. 

But oyer all this we stretch a vefl now, wo- 
ven out of the little poems that he has left He 
Wrote no great poems, to be sure ; for here, as in 
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hk inrose, he li eftrnettly bent on earring little 
besketB out of oheny-stones — litUe figures on 
cheny-fltonee — dainty hiorogljphios, bat ahrajB 
on cherry-etoneB I 

His ''Rimini,^ embodying that old Dantesqne 
story abont Oiovanni and Paolo and Francesca, is 
his longest poem. There are exceedingly pretty 
and delicate passages in it ; I quote one or two : 

«« F<v leafy WM the road wHh teU amy 
Oa either iUe of imdheny and baj, 
And diftant tnatchet of blue hfflf between; 
And then the aider waf, with ito bri^ freen, 
And the broad cheetnat, and the poplar^i diool 
That, Uke a feather, waTes from head to foot; 
With erer and anon majestic pines; 
And still, from tree to tree, the eariy Tines 
Hung, garlanding the way in amber lines. 



And then perhaps yoa entered npon shadesi 
FiUowed with dells and uplands twixt the giades 
Throng which the distant palace, now and then, 
Looked forth with many windowed ken— 
A land of trees which, reaching ronnd about, 
la diady blessing stretdied their old arms out 
With spots of sunny opening, and with nooks 
To Ue and read in — sloping into brooks, 
Where at her drink yon started the sHm deer, 
Betrealing lightly with a loTely fear. 
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And all about the birds kept leafy honte, 

And flOBg and sparkled in and ont the boogfati 

And all abont a lorelj sky of bine 

dearlj was felt, or down the leares langfaed throngh.** 

And 80 on — ezecuted with ever so much of deli- 
cacy — ^bnt not a sign or a symbol of the grave and 
melancholy tone which should eqaip^ even to the 
ntmost hem of its descriptiye passages^ that tragic 
story of Dante. 

Those deft^ little feathery touches — about deer, 
and birds^ and leafy houses, are not scored with 
the seriousness which in every line and pause 
should be married with the intensity of the 
story. The painting of Mr. Watts, of the dead 
Francesca — ghastly though it be — has more in 
it to float one out into the awful current of 
Dante's story than a world of the happy wordy 
meshes of Mr. Hunt. A greater master would 
have brought in, maybe, all those natural beauties 
of the landscape — the woods, the fountains, the 
clear heaven — but they would all have been toned 
down to the low, tragic movement, which threat- 
ens, and creeps on and on, and which dims even 
the blue sky with forecast of its controlling gloom. 
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There is no sach inaptneas or inadequacy where 
Leigh Hnnt writer of crickets and grasshoppers 
and mnsical boxes. In his version of the old classic 
story of ''Hero and Leander/' however, the im- 
pertinence (if I may be pardoned the language) of 
his dainty wordy dexterities is even more strik- 
ingly apparent EU Hero, waiting for her Leaa- 
der, beside the Hellespont, 

^^ Tries some work, forgets it, and thinks on, 
Wishing with perfect love the time were gone, 
And lost to the green trees with their sweet singers, 
Taps on the casement-ledge with idle Angers."* 

No — this is not a Greek maiden listening for 
the surge of the water before the stalwart swim- 
mer of Abydos; it is a London girl, whom the 
poet has seen in a second-story back window, med- 
itating what color she shall pat to the trimming 
of her Sunday gown I 

Far better and more beautiful is this fathoming 
of the very souls of the flowers : 

^^ We are the sweet Flowers , 

Bom of snnnj showers, 
Think, whene'er jon see ns, what our beantj saith : 

Utterance mute and bright, 

Of some unknown delight. 
We feel the air with pleasure, by our simple breath; 
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AU who see us, love us ; 
We befit all places; 
Unto sorrow we give smiles ; and unto graces, graces. 

* Mark our ways — how noiseless 

All, and sweetly voiceless, 
Though the March winds pipe to make our passage clear; 

Not a whisper tells 

Where our small seed dwells. 
Nor is known the moment green, when our tips appear. 

We tread the earth in silence, 

In silence build our bowers, 
And leaf by leaf in silence show, *till we laugh atop, sweet 
Flowers I 

• • • .... 

*« Who shall say that flowers 
Dress not Heaven^s own bowers? 
Who its love, without them, can fancy — or sweet floor? 
Who shall even dare 
To say we sprang not there, 
And came not down that Love might bring one piece of 
beav'n the more? 
Oh, pray believe that angels 
From those blue Dominions 
Brought us in their white laps down, 'twizt their golden 
pinions." 

No poet of this — or many a generation past — 
has said a sweeter or more hannting word for the 
flowers. 

We will not forget the " Abon-ben-Adhem ; ** nor 



IS2 LANDS, LETTERS, 5* KINGS 

shall ita commonness forbid onr setting this cham- 
inc^y treated Oriental fable> at the end of onr 
mention of Hnnt — a memorial banderole of 
Terse : — 

** AboQ Ben Adhem (maj his tribe incresse!) 
Awoke one niglit from s deep dresm of pesos, 
And saw witliin the moonligiit ia his room, 
Msking it rich sDd like s lilj ia bloom. 
An Angel, writing in s book of gold. 
Xzceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold; 
And to the presence in the room, be eaid, — 
^Whatwiitefttbon?' Tlie Tition raised its bead. 
And with a look made of all iweet accord 
Answered, ^Tlie names of those who love the Lord.' 
^ And is mine one?' said Abon. ^Naj, not so;' 
BepUed the Angel. Abon spoke more low. 
But dieerij still; and said, ^ I praj thee, then. 
Writs me as one that loves his feUow-men.' 
The Angel wrote and yanished. Tlie next night 
It came again, with a great wakening light. 
And showed the names whom love of God had blessed. 
And lo ! — Ben Adhem's name led aU the rest ! " 



An Irish Pod. 

Among those who paid their ridts of condol- 
ence to Leigh Hnnt in the days of his priaonhood> 
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was Moore * the author of Lalla Roohh and of The 
LavM of the Angels, He was not used to paying 
Tiaiti in such quarters, for he had an instinotiye 
dislike for all uncanny things and disagreeable 
places ; nor was he eyer a great friend of Hunt ; 
but he must haye had a good deal of sympathy 
with him in that attack upon the Prince B^ent 
which brought about Hunt's conyiction. Moore^ 
too, had his gibes at the Prince— thinking that 
great gentleman had been altogether too n^lect- 
fnl of the dignities of hi»high estate ; but he was 
yery careful that his gibes should be so modulated 
as not to put their author in danger. 

Lalla Roohh may be little read nowadays ; but 
not many years haye passed since this poem 
and others of the author's used to get into the 
finest of bindings, and haye great currency for 
bridal and birth-day gifts. Indeed, there is a 
witching melody in Moore's Eastern tales, and a 
delightful shimmer and glitter of language, which 
none but the most cunning of our present craft- 
masters in yerse could reach. 

• momM Moore, b. 1779 ; d. 1852. LaUa Rookk^ 1817. 
l^l^of^yrofhlSSO. JA^^^Anm, 1889. 
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Moore was born in Dnblin, his father having 
kept a wine-shop there ; and his mother (he tells 
ns) was always anxions aboat the qnalitj of his 
companions^ and eager to build up his social stand- 
ing — an anxietj which was grafted upon the poet 
himself, and which made him one of the wariest, 
and most coy and successful of society-seekers — 
all his life. 

He was at tlie Dublin Uniyersity — took easily 
to languages, and began spinning off some of 
Anacreon^s numbers into graceful English, eyen 
before he went up to London — on his old 
mother^s sayings — to study law at the Tem- 
ple. He was charmingly presentable in thoee 
days; yery small, to be sure, but natty, cour- 
teous, with a pretty modesty, and a yoice that 
bubbled oyer into music wheneyer he recited 
one of his engaging snatches of melody. He has 
letters to Lords, too, and the most winning of 
tender speeches and smiles for great ladies. He 
comes to an early inteniew with the Prince of 
Wales — who rather likes the graceful Irish 
singer, and flatters him by accepting the dedication 
of Anacreon with smiles of condescension — which 
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Mr. Moore perhaps connted too largely upon. 
Neyer had a young literary fellow of hninble birth 
a better launch upon London society. His Lords' 
letters, and his pretty conciliatory ways, get him 
a place of yalue (when scarce twenty-four) in 
Bermuda. But he is not the man to lose his 
hold on London ; so he goes over seas only to put 
a deputy in place> and then, with a swift run 
through our Atlantic cities, is back again. It is 
rather interesting to read now what the young 
poet says of us in those green days : — In Philadel- 
phia, it appears, the people quite ran after him : 

^^ I was much caressed while there. . . . and two or 
three IhUe poems, of a very flattering kind, some of their 
choicest men addressed to me." [And again.] *' Philadel- 
phia is the only place in America which can boast any 
literary society." [Boston people, I believe, never admired 
Moore overmach.] 

Here again is a bit from his diary at BaUston — 
which was the Saratoga of that day : — 

*' There were about four hundred people — all stowed in a 
miserable boarding -honse. They were astonished at onr 
asking for basons and towels in onr rooms ; and thought we 
might condescend to come down to the Public Wash, with 
tiie other gentlemen, in the morning." 



156 LANDS, LETTERS, ^ KINGS 

Poor, dainty, Moore I But he is all right when 
he cemes back to London, and giree himself to 
old oocnpations of drawing-room serrice, and to 
the coining of new, and certainly rery sweet and 
tender, Irish melodies. He loTed to be tapped on 
the shoulder by great Dowagers, sparkling in 
diamonds, and to be entreated — ^'Kow, dear 
Mr. Moore, do sing ns one more song.'' 

And it was pretty sore to come : he delighted 
in giving his rery feeling and musical Toice range 
oyer the heads of fine-feathered women. The 
peacock's plumes, the shiyer of the crystal, the 
glitter of Babylon, always charmed him. 

Nor was it all only tinkling sound that he gaye 
back. For proof I cite one or two bits : — 

** Then I dng the wild tongf ^twas <mce rach a plesfve to 

hear, 
When our voices commingling breathed, like one, on the ear ; 
And, at Echo far off thro* the rale, mj aad oriaon rollf, 
I think, O mj lore I tis tii7 Toice from the Kingdoa of Soala 
Faintly aaswezinf itiU the noCei tiiaft <moe w«re to dear." 

And again : — 

*^ Dear Harp of mj Country! farewell to thy nnmbers, 
Thia fweet wreath of song it the laat we shall twine. 
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00 ileeis with the Snnthme of Fmm on thj dnmbtn, 
TUltoodied by tome hand leM unworthy than mine. 

'* If the pmlfe of the patriot, aoldieri or lorer 
HaTe throbbed at our lay, 'tif thy g^ory alone ; 

1 was M at tiie wind, patting heedlettly over, 
And aU the wild tweetnett I wak'd wat thy own.** 

This is better than dynamite to stir Ireland's 
best pulses^ even now. 



LoJOa BooTch. 

Mr. Moore had his little oonntry yacations — 
among them^ that notable stay up in the lovely 
oonnty of Derbyshire^ near to Ashbonme and 
Dovedale, and the old fishing grounds of Walton 
and of Cotton — where he wrote the larger part 
of his first considerable poem, LdOa Bookh — 
which had amasing success, and brought to its 
author the sum of £8,000. But I do not think 
that what inspiration is in it came to him from 
the hollows or the heights of Derbyshire ; I 
should rather trace its pretty Oriental confusion 
of sound and scenes to the jingle of London chan- 
deliers. Yet the web, the gossamer, &fijEeils.and 
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the flying feet do not seem to touch ground any- 
where in England^ bat shift and change and grow 
oat of his Eastern readings and dreams. 

Moore married at thirty-two — after he was 
known for the Irish melodies, but before the pub- 
lication of Lalla Roohh ; and in his Letters and 
Diary (if you read them — though they make an 
enormous mass to read, and frighten most people 
away by their bulk), you will come upon yery fre- 
quent, and Tery tender mention of '^ Dear Bessie'' 
— the wife. It is true, there were rumors that he 
wofuUy n^lected her, but hardly well founded* 
Doubtless there was many a day and many a week 
when she was guarding the cottage and the children 
at Sloperton ; and he bowing and pirouetting his 
way amongst the trailing robes of their ladyships 
who loyed music and literature in London ; but 
how should he refuse the invitations of his Lord- 
ship this or that? Or how should she — who 
has no robes that will stand alone — bring her 
pretty home gowns into that blazon of the salons F 
Always, too (if his letters may be trusted), he is 
eager to make his escape between whiles — wearied 
of this tiniamarre—and to rush away to his cot- 
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tage at Sloperton^ for a Utile slippered ease, and 
a romp with the children. Poor children — they 
all drop away, one by one — two only reaching 
maturity — then dying. The pathetic stories of 
the sickening, the danger and the hnsh, come 
poignantly into his Diary, and it does seem that 
the winning clatter of the world gets a hold npon 
his wrenched heart over-quickly again. But what 
right haye yon or I to judge in such matters ? 

There are chirrupy little men — and women, 
too, — on whom grief does not seem to take a hard 
grip ; all the better for them I Moore, I think, 
was such a one, and was braced up always and 
everywhere by his own healthy pulses, and, per- 
haps, by a sense of his own sufficiency. His van- 
ities are not only elastic, but — by his own bland 
and child-like admissions — they seem sometimes 
almost monumental. He writes in his Diary, 

* Sloperton was near the centre of Wiltshire, a little way 
northward from the old market-town of Deyizes. Mr. Will- 
iam Winter, in his Oray Day» and Oold^ has given a very 
charming account of this home of Moore's and of its neigh- 
borhood — so full of English atmosphere, and of the graces 
and benignities of the Irish poet, as to make me think re- 
gretfully of my tamer mention. 
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'' Shral (thftf 1 an Irish friend) sajB I am the fiirt 
poet of the day^ and join the beanty of the Biid- 
of-Paradiae's {dames to tiie strragth of the ei^le's 
wing.'' Fkncy a man copying that sort of thing 
into his own Diary, and regaling himself with it I 

Yet he is fall of good feeling — does not cherish 
resentments — lets who will pat him on the shool- 
der (thoagh he prefers a lord's pat). Then he 
forgiyes injaries or slights grandly ; was onoe so 
oat with Jeffrey that a dael nearly came of it ; bat 
afterward was his hail-fellow and good friend for 
years. Sometimes he shows a magnanimoas strain 
— far more than his artificialities of make-ap 
wonld seem to promise. Thus, being at issoe with 
the pablisher, John Marray (a long-dated differ- 
ence), he determines on good advisement to be away 
with it ; and so goes smack into the den of the 
great pablisher and gives him his hand : sach ac- 
tion balances a great deal of namby-pambyism. 

Bat what surprises more than all about Moore> 
is the very great reputation that he had in his 
day. We^ in these latter times, have come to 
reckon him (rather rashly, perhaps) only an arch 
gossipper of letters — a butterfly of those metro- 



MOORE'S REPUTATION. i6i 

politan gardens — easy, affable, witty, fall of 
smiles, fall of good feeling, fall of pretty little 
rhythmical utterances — singing songs as easy as a 
sky-lark (and leaving the sky thereafter as empty) ; 
planting nothing that lifts great growth, or tells 
larger tale than lies in his own liyely tintinnaba- 
lation of words. 

Yet Byron said of him : ** There is nothing 
Moore may not do, if he sets about it/' Sydney 
Smith called him ''A gentleman of small stature, 
but full of genius, and a steady friend of all that 
is honorable. '^ Leigh Hunt says : '^I neyer re- 
ceived a visit from him, but I felt as if I had been 
talking with Prior or Sir Charles Sedley/' It is 
certain that he must have been a most charming 
companion. Walter Scott says : '^ It would be a 
delightful addition to life if Thomas Moore had a 
cottage within two miles of me.'' Indeed, he was 
always quick to scent anything that might amuse, 
and to store it up. His diaries overflow with 
these bright specks and bits of talk, which may 
kindle a laugh, but do not nestle in the memory. 

But considered as a poet whose longish work 

ought to live and charm the coming generations, 
IV.— 11 
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his repatation certaLily does not hold to the old 
illaminated heights. Poems of half a centorj 
ago> which Lalla Rookh easily outshone^ have 
now pat the pretty orientalisms into shade. Nor 
can we understand how so many did^ and do^ pat 
sach twain of verse-makers as Byron and Moore 
into one leash, as if they were fellows in power. 
In the comparison the anthor of the Loves of the 
Angels seems to me only a little important-look- 
ing, kindly pag — nicely combed, with ribbons 
about the neck — in an embroidered blanket, with 
jingling bells at its comers ; and Byron — beside 
him — a lithe, supple leopard, with a tread that 
threatens and a dangerous glitter in the eye. 
Milk diet might sate that other; but this one, 
if occasion served, would lap blood. 

In the pages that follow we shall, among others, 
more or less notable, encounter again that lithe 
leopard in some of his wanton leaps — into verse, 
into marriage, into exile, and into the pit of death 
at Missolonghi. 



CHAPTER V. 



W'E opened onr budget in the last chapter 
with the Quarterltf Review, which wag 
jnst getting upon its legs through the smarts 
keen^ and hard writing of Mr. William OifFord. 
It throye afterward \inder the coddling of the 
most literary of the Tory gentlemen in London^ 
and its title has always been associated with the 
names of John Wilson Croker^ of Dr. Southey, 
and of Mr. Lockhart. It is a journal^ too, which 
has always been tied by golden bonds to the wor- 
ship of tradition and of vested priyilege, and 
which has always been ready with its petulant^ 
impatient bark of detraction at reform or re- 
formers, or at any books which may have had 
a scent of Liberalism. Leigh Hunt, of course, 
came in for periodic scathings — some of them de- 
served ; some not deserved. Indeed, I am half- 
163 
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dispoeed to repent what may baye seemed a too 
flippant mention of this very gracefnl poet and 
essayist Of a surety^ there is an abounding afflu- 
ence of easy language — gushing and disporting 
oyer his pages — which lures one into reading and 
into dreamy acquiescence ; but read as much as 
we may^ and as long as we will, we shall go away 
from the reading with a certain annoyance that 
there is so little to keep out of it all — so little 
that sticks to the ribs and hdps. 

As for the poet Moore, of whom also we may 
haye spoken in terms which may seem of too great 
disparagement to thoee who haye loyed to linger 
in his 

u Yale of Cashmere 
Wi^ Hi roeetf the hrigfatett that earth erer gaye. 
Itatemplet, and grottoi, and faimtaiiia at clear 
As the loTe>lis^ited ^yee that hang oTer their ware,* 

no matter what may become of these brilliant 
orientalisms, or of his life of Byron, or of his 
diaries, and his '' Two-penny Post Bag,'' it is cer- 
tain that his name will be gratefully kept aliye by 
his sparkling, patoiotic, and most musical Iridi 
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melodies ; and under that sufficient monument 
we leave hinu 

As for Landor — surely the pages in which we 
dealt with him were not too long: a strange, 
strong bit of manhood — as of one fed on collops 
of bear's meat ; a big animal nature, yet wonder- 
fully transfused by a Ti?id intellectuality — fine 
and high — that pierced weighty subjects to their 
core ; and yet — and yet, singing such heart-shiv- 
ering tributes as that to Bose Aylmer : coarse 
as the bumpkins on the sheep wolds of LinoolUj 
and yet with as fine subtleties in him as belonged 
to the young Greeks who clustered about the 
writer of the (Edipus Tyrannus. 

The " Fir&t OenJOemaiC 

King George lY. was an older man than any of 
those we have commented on; indeed, he was a 
prematurely old man at sixty-five — feeling the 
shivers and the stings of his wild life : I suppose 
no one ever felt the approaches of age more mor- 
tifyingly. ^e had counted so much on being 
the fine gentleman to the last — such a height. 
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Buch a carriage^ such a grace I It was a dark day 
for him when his mirror showed wrinkles that his 
cosmetics wonld not cover, and a stoop in the 
shoulders which his tailors conld not bolster ont of 
sight. Indeed, in his later years he shmnk from 
exposure of his infirmities, and kept his gouty step 
out of reach of the curious, down at Windsor, 
where he built a cottage in a wood ; and arranged 
his drires through the Park so that those who had 
admired this Apollo at his best should nerer know 
of his shakinees. Thither went his conclaye of 
political advisers — sometimes Canning, the won- 
derful orator — sometimes the Duke of Wellmgton, 
with the honors of Waterloo upon him — sometimes 
young Sir Robert Peel, just beginning to make his 
influence felt ; of tener yet, Charles Greville, whose 
memoirs are full of piquant details about the royal 
household — not forgetting that army of tailors 
and hair-dressers who did their best to assuage 
the misery and gratify the vanities of the gouty 
king. And when he died — which he hated ex- 
ceedingly to do — in 1830, there came to light 
such a multitude of waistcoats, breeches, canes, 
snuff-boxes, knee-buckles, whips, and wigs, as I 
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snppose were never heaped before around any 
man's remains. The first gentleman in Europe 
could not^ after all^ carry these things with him. 
His brother, William IV., who succeeded him, was 
a bluff old Admiral — with not so high a sense of 
the proprieties of life as Gtoorge; but honester 
even in his badnesses (which were very many) and, 
with all his coarseness and yulgarity, carrying a 
brusque, sailor-like frankness that half redeemed 
his peccadilloes. In those stormy times which be- 
longed to the passage of the Beform Bill of 1832, 
he showed nerre and pluck, and if he split the air 
pretty often with His oaths, he never offended by 
a wearying dilettanteism, or by foppery. In the 
year 1837 he died ; and then and there began— 
within the memory of a good many of us old 
stagers — that reign of his young niece Victoria, 
daughter of his brother, the Duke of Kent (who 
had died seventeen years before) — ^which reign 
still continues, and is still resplendent with the 
virtues of the Sovereign and the well-being of 
her people. 

Under these several royal hands, the traditional 
helpfulness to men of letters had declared itself in 
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pensionB and civil appointments; Soathey had 
come to his lanreateehip^ and his additional pen- 
sion ; we found the venerable Wordsworth making 
a London pilgrimage for a ''kissing of hands,'' 
and the honor of a royal stipend ; Walter Scott 
had received his baronetcy at the hands of George 
lY., and that dilettante sovereign would have 
taken Byron (whom we shall presently encounter) 
patroniaingly by the hand, except the fiery poet — 
scenting slights everywhere — had flamed up in 
that spirit of proud defiance, which afterward de- 
clared itself with a fury of denunciation in the 
Irish Avatar (1821). 

Haditt and HaUam. 

Another noticeable author of this period, whose 
cynicism k^t him very much by himself, was 
William Hazlitt ;* he was the son of a clergyman 

* WiUiam HazUtt, b. 1778 ; d. 1880. Ouira/cUrt of Skakt- 
tptarey 1817 ; TabU TaOt^ 1821; LiUr AmorU^ 18SS; Lifi 
ofNapolwHy 1828; Life (by GrancUon), 1867; a later book 
of memoirs, Fmr Otnerahons of a LUtrary Family y ap- 
peared 1897. (It gare nothing eafentiaUy new, and was 
quickly withdrawn from sale.) 
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and very precocious — hearing Coleridge preach 
in his father's pulpit at Wem in Shropshire^ and 
feeling his ambition stirred by the notice of that 
poet, who was attracted by the shrewd speech and 
great forehead of the boy. Young Hazlitt drifts 
away from such early influences to Paris and 
to painting — ^he thinking to master that art. But 
in this he does nothing satisfying ; he next ap- 
pears ^in London, to carve a way to fame with his 
pen. He is an acute observer ; he is proud ; he 
is awkward ; he is shy. Oharles Lamb and sister 
greatly befriend him and take to him ; and he, 
with his hate of conventionalisms, loves those 
Lamb chambers and the whist parties, where he 
can go, in whatever slouch costume he may choose ; 
poor Mary Lamb, too, perceiving that he has 
a husband-ish hankering after a certain female 
friend of hers — blows hot and cold upon it, in 
her quaint little notelets, with a delighted and an 
undisguised sense of being a party to their little 
game. It ended in a marriage at last ; not with- 
out its domestic infelicities; but these would be 
too long, and too dreary for the telling. Mr. 
Hazlitt wrote upon a vast variety of topics — upon 
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arty and the drama^ upon economic questions, 
npon politics — as wide in his range as Leigh 
Hunt ; and though he was far more trenchant, 
more shrewd, more disputatious, more thoughtful, 
he did lack Hunt's easy pliancy and grace of touch. 
Though a wide reader and acute observer, Haz- 
litt does not contend or criticise by conventional 
rules ; his law of measurement is not by old syn- 
tactic, gnunmatio, or dialectic practices; there's 
no imposing display of critical implements (by 
which some operators dazzle us), but he cuts — 
quick and sharp — to the point at issue. We 
never forget his strenuous, high-colored person- 
ality, and the seething of his prejudices — whether 
his talk is of Napoleon (in which he is not rever- 
ent of average British opinion), or of Sir Joshua 
Beynolds, or of Burke's brilliant oratorical apos- 
trophes. But with fullest recognition of his acute- 
ness, and independence, there remains a dispo- 
sition (bred by his obstinacies and shortcomings) 
to take his conclusions cum grano salis. He never 
quite disabuses our mind of the belief that he is a 
paid advocate ; he never conquers by calm ; and, 
npon the whole, impresses one as a man who 
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foand little worth the liring for in this worlds 
and counted npon very little in any other. 

The historian, Henry Hallam, * on the other 
hand, who was another notable literary character of 
this epoch, was fall of all serenities of character — 
even nnder the weight of such prirate griefs as were 
appalling. He was stadions, honest, staid — with 
a great respect for decorum ; he would have grav- 
itated socially — as he did — rather to Holland 
House than to the chambers where Lamb presided 
over the punch-bowl. In describing the man one 
describes his histories ; slow, calm, steady even to 
prosiness, yet full ; not entertaining in a gossipy 
sense ; not brilliant ; scarce ever eloquent. If he 
is in doubt upon a point he tells you so ; if there 
has been limitation to his research, there is no 
concealment of it ; I think, upon the whole, the 
honestest of all English historians. In his search 
for truth, neither party, nor tradition, nor re- 
ligious scruples make him waver. None can make 
their historic journey through the Middle Ages 

* Henry HaUam, b. 1777; d. 1859. MxddU Ages, 1818. 
LUerature of Europe, 1887-39. Sketch of Life, by Dean 
Biilman in Transactions of Royal Society, vol. x. 
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without taking into aooonnt the authorities he 
has brought to notice, and the path that he has 
scored. 

And yet there is no atmosphere along that path 
as he traces it. People and towns and towers and 
monarchs pile along it, dearly defined, but in dead 
shapes. He had not the art — perhaps he would 
have disdained the art — to touch all these with 
picturesque color, and to make tiiat page of the 
world's history glow and palpitate with life. 

Among those great griefs which weighed upcm 
the historian, and to which allusion has been 
made, I name that one only with which you are 
perhaps familiar — I mean the sudden death of his 
son Arthur, a youth of rare accomplishments — 
counted by many of more brilliant promise than 
any young Englishman of his time — yet snatched 
from life, upon a day of summer's travel, as by a 
thunderbolt. He lies buried in Gleyedon Church, 
which overhangs the waters of Bristol Channel ; 
and his monument is Tennyson's wonderful memo- 
rial poem. 

I will not quote from it ; but cite only the lines 
*' out of which '' (says Dr. John Brown), " as out of 



LADY BLESSINGTON, 173 

the weU of the living waters of Love^ flows forth 
all In Memoriam/^ 

^^ Break— break— break 

At the foot of thy crags, O sea : 
But the tender grace of a day that is dead 

Will never come back to me. 
And the stately ships go on 

To their haven under the hill ; 
But O, for the touch of a ranished hand 

And the sound of a voice that is still.** 

I have pnrposely set before yon two strongly 
contrasted types of English literary life in that 
day — in William Hazlitt and Henry Hallam — 
the first representing very nearly what we would 
call the Bohemian element — ready to-day for an 
article in the Edinburgh Review, and to-morrow 
for a gibe in the Examiner , or a piece of diablerie 
in the London Magazine; Hallam^ on the other 
hand, representing the sober and orderly tradi- 
tions, colored by the life and work of such men 
as Home, Boscoe, and Gibbon. 

Queen of a Salon. 

Another gronp of literary people, of a very 
varied sort, we should have found in the salons 
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of my Lady Bleasington,* who need to hold court 
on the Thames — now by Piccadilly, and again at 
Gore House — in the early part of this century. 
She was herself a writer ; nor is her personal his- 
tory without its significance, as an outgrowth of 
times when Gtoorge lY. was setting the pace for 
those ambitious of social distinction. 

She was the quick-witted daughter of an Irish 
country gentleman of the Lucius OTrigger sort — 
nicknamed Bean Power. He loyed a whip and 
fast horses — also dogs, powder, and blare. He 
wore white-topfied boots, with showy frills and 
ruffles; he drank hard, swore harder — wasted his 
fortune, abused his wife, but was ''very fine'' to 
the end. He was as cruel as he was fine ; shot a 
peasant once, in cold blood, and dragged him home 
after his saddle beast. He worried his daugh- 
ter. Marguerite (Lady Blessington), into marry- 
ing, at fifteen, a man whom she detested. It 

* Marguerite Power (CounteMof Blesdngton), b. 1789; 
d. 1849; m. Captain Farmer, 1804; m. Eari of BleMington, 
1817. 1822-1839, trarelliDg on Continent. Idlw in Raly, 
1889^40 (first norel, about 1883). CitimniMoni «Mtik Lord 
Byron^ 1884. Her special reign in London, 1831 to 1848. 
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gave relief, howeyer, from paternal protection^ 
nntil the husband proved worse than the father^ 
and separation ensned — made good (after some 
years of tnmnltaous, nneasy life) by the violent 
and providential death of the recreant hnsband. 
Shortly after, she married Lord Blessington, a rich 
Irish nobleman, very much blasS, seven years 
her senior, bnt kind and always generous with 
her. Then came travel in a princely way over the 
Continent, with long stays in pleasant places, and 
such lavish spendings as pat palaces at their dis- 
posal — of all which a readable and gossipy record 
is given in her Idler in Italy and Idler in France 
— books well known, in their day, in America. 
Of coarse she encountered in these ramblings 
Landor, Shelley, Byron, and all notable English- 
men, and when she returned to London it was to 
establish that brilliant little court already spoken 
of. She was admirably fitted for sovereign of 
such a court; she was witty, ready, well- 
instructed ; was beautiful, too, and knew every 
art of the toilet.* 

* There is a rery interesting, but by no means flattered, 
account of Lady Blessington and of her dinners and reoep» 



176 LANDS, LETTERS, 6^ KINGS. 

More than Uus^ she was mistress of all the 
pretty and delicate arts of conciliation ; had 
amazing aptitude for accommodating herself to 
different yisitors — flattering men withont letting 
them know they were flattered — softening diffi- 
culties^ bringing enemies together, magnetising 
the most obstinate and uncivil into acquiescence 
with her rules of procedure. Withal she had in 
large development those Irish traits of generosity 
and cheer, with a natural, winning way, which 
she studied to make more and more taking. One 
of those women who, with wit, prettiness, and 
grace, count it the largest, as it is (to them) the 
most agreeable duty of life, to be forever making 
social conquests, and forever reaping the applause 
of drawing-rooms. And if we add to the smiles 
and the witty banter and the persuasive tones of 
our lady, the silken hangings, the velvet carpets, 
the mirrors multiplying inviting alcoves, with 
paintings by Gattermole or Stothard, and marbles, 
maybe by Ghantrey or Westmacott, and music in 
its set time by the best of London masters, and 

tioM in QreTille*0 Jowmal of ike Reign of Qmten Vutorta^ 
chapter ir., p. 167, vol. i. 
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cooking in its season as fine as the masic^ — and 
we shall be at no loss to measure the attractions 
of Oore Honse^ and to jndge of the literary and 
social aspects which blazed there on the foggy 
banks of the Thames. No wonder that old Sam- 
uel Bogers, prince of epicures^ should lore to 
carry his pinched face and his shrunk shanks into 
such sunny latitudes. Moore^ too^ taking his 
mincing steps into those regions, would find ban- 
quets to remind him of the Bowers of Bendemeer. 
Possibly, too, the Bev. Sydney Smith, without 
the fear of Lady Holland in his heart or eyes, 
may have pocketed his dignity as Canon of St. 
PauFs and gone thither to taste the delights of 
the table or of the talk. Even Hallam, or 
Southey (on his rare visits to town), may have 
gone there. Lady Blessington was always keenly 
awake for such arrivals. Even Brougham used to 
take sometimes his clumsy presence to her brill- 
iant home ; and so, on occasion, did that younger 
politician, and accomplished gentleman. Sir Bob- 
ert Peel. Procter — better known as Barry Corn- 
wall — the song-writer, was sure to know his way 

to those doors and to be welcomed ; and Leigh 
IV.— 13 
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Hnnt was always eager to play off his fine speeches 
amid sach snrronndings of wine and music. 

The Comte d'Orsay, artist and man of letters, 
who married (1827) a daughter of Lord Blessing- 
ton (step-daoghter of the GonnteaB), was a stand- 
ing ornament of the house ; and rivalling him in 
their crayats and other millinery were two young 
men who had long careers before them. These 
were Benjamin Disraeli and Edward Lytton Bui- 
wer. 

Yovaig Buhoer and Diaradu 

It was some years before the passage of the Be- 
form bill, and before the death of George IV., 
that Bulwer* blazed out in Pdham (1828), Tht 
Disowned, and Devereuz, making conquest of the 
novel-reading town, at a time when Quentin Dur- 
ward (1823) was not an old book, and Woodstock 

* Edward L. Bulwer (Lord Lytton), b. 1808; d. 1878; 
Fdham, 1828; Rtenzi^ 1886; CatrUm NavtU^ 184d-68; INdW- 
/teth 1889 ; hif Biography (nerer fully completed) has been 
written by bit son, tbe second Lord Lytton. It is donbtfol, 
howerer, if its developments, and ineritable counter-devel- 
opments, have brought aii^ access of honor to the elder Bul- 
wer. 
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(1836) still fresh. And if Pelhamism had its 
speedy subsidence, the same writer pnt snch capti- 
vating historic garnitnre and literary graces about 
the Italian studies of Bienzi, and of the Last Days 
of Pompeii, as carry them now into most libraries, 
and insure an interested reading — notwithstand- 
ing a strong sensuous taint and sentimental ez- 
trayagances. 

He had scholarship ; he had indefatigable in- 
dustry ; he had abounding literary ambitions and 
enthusiasms, but he had no humor ; I am afraid 
he had not a very sensitive conscience; and he 
had no such pervading refinement of literary 
taste as to make his work serve as the exemplar 
for other and honester workers. 

Benjamin Disraeli * in those days overmatched 
him in cravats and in waistcoats, and was the 
veriest fop of all fop-land. No more beautiful 
accessory could be imagined to the drawing-room 
receptions over which Lady Bleesington presided, 

* Benjtmin Disraeli (Lord Beaconsfleld), b. 1804 ; d. 1881. 
VMan Orty^ 18S6-27; OoniarimilUmingy 1883; OomngS' 
(y, 1844; Loikair, 1870. Was Premier, 1867, 1874-8a 
Created Bari of Beaconsfleld, 1876. 
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and of which the inaffable Camte d'Onay wu a 
shining and a fixed light> than this yoong Hebraic 
•don of a great Jndean hooae — whose curls were 
of the color of a rayen's wing, and whose satin 
tmmpMry was rarishing I 

And yet— this yoong foppish Disraeli, within 
fifty years, held the destinies of Great Britain in 
his hand, and had endowed the Queen with the 
grandest title she had OTer worn — that ol Empress 
of India* Still further, in rirtue ol his old 
friendship for his fellow fop Bulwer, he sends the 
son of that novdist (in the person of the second 
Lord Lytton) to preside OTcr a nation nnmber- 
ing two hundred millions of souls. Whoeyer can 
accomplish these ends with such a people as that 
of Great Britain must needs haye something in 
him beyond mere fitness for the pretty salons of 
my Lady Blessington. 

And what was it F Whateyer you may count it, 
there is surely warrant for telling you something 
of his history and his antecedents: Three or 
more centuries ago — at the yery least — a certain 
Jew of 0<»doya, in Spain, driyen out by the 
terrors of the Inquisition, went to Venice — estab- 
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lished himself there in merchandise, and his fionily 
throve there for two hnndred years. A century 
and a half ago, — when the fortunes of Venice 
were plainly on the wane — the head of this Jew- 
ish family — Benjamin Disraeli (grandfather of 
the one of whom we speak) migrated to England. 
This first English Benjamin met with success on 
the Exchange of London, and owing to the influ- 
ences of his wife (who hated all Jewry) he discard- 
ed his religious connection with Hebraism, went to 
the town of Enfield, a little north of London — 
with a good fortune, and liyed there the life of a 
retired country gentleman. He had a son Isaac, 
who deyoted himself to the study of literature, 
and showed early strong bookish procliyities — 
very much to the grief of his father, who had a 
shrewd contempt for all such follies. Yet the 
son Isaac persisted, and did little else through a 
long life. Bare to prosecute inquiries about the 
struggles of authors and the lives of authors 
and the work of authors — all ending in that 
agglomeration which we know as the Curiosities 
of Literature — a book which sixty years since 
used to be reckoned a necessary part of all well- 
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equipped librarieB; but which — to tell trnth — 
has yery little yalae ; being without any method, 
withoat folnesB^ and withoat mach acoonK^. It 
is yery rare that so poor a book gets so good a 
name, and wears it so long. 

Oddly enough, this father, who had deyoted a 
life to the mere gossip of literature, as it were, 
warns his son Benjamin against literary pursuits 
(he wrote three or four noyels indeed, * but they 
are neyer heard of), and the son studied mostly 
under priyate tutors ; there is no full or trust- 
worthy priyate biography of him : but we know 
that in the years 1826-1827 — only a short time 
before the Lady Blessington coterie was in its best 
feather — he wrote a noyel called Vivian Grey, — 
the author being then under twenty-two — which 
for a time diyided attention with Pelham* In club 
circles it made eyen more talk. It is full of pict- 
ures of people of the day ; Brougham and Wil- 
son Groker, and Southey, and Oeorge Canning, 
and Mrs. Coutts and Lady Melbourne (Caroline 
Lamb), all figure in it. He neyer gaye oyer, in- 

* Vawntny 1797; fUmrflawiSy 1805; DespoHiw^ or FkUl 
cftkeJesutis, 1811. 
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deed^ putting portraits in his books — as Qoldwin 
Smith can tell ns. The larger Beyiews were coy 
of praise and coy of condemnation : indeed 'twas 
hard to say which way it pointed — socially or po- 
litically ; bnt^ for the scandal-mongers, there was 
in it yery appetizing meat. He became a lion of 
the salons ; and he enjoyed the lionhood vastly. 
Ohalon * painted him in that day — a yery Adonis 
— gorgeous in yelyet coat and in raffled shirt 

But he grew tired of England and made his trip 
of trayel ; it followed by nearly a score of years 
after that of Ohilde Harold, and was doubtless 
largely stimulated by it ; three years he was gone 
— wandering oyer all the East, as well as Europe. 
He came back with an epic (published 1834), be- 
lieying that it was to fill men's minds, and to con- 
quer a place for him among the great poets of the 
century. In this he was dismally mistaken; so 
he broke his lyre, and that was virtually the last 
of his poesy. There came, howeyer, out of these 
joumeyings, besides the poem, the stories of Con- 

* A. E. Chalon, an artisi much in rogae in the days of 
* Tokens,** ~ who alio painted Lady BleMington,— but of 
DO lasting reputation. 
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tarini Fleming, of Ths Tounjf Duke, and The 
Wondrous Tale of Ahroy. Theee kept hit fune 
aUre, bat seemed after all only the work of a man 
playing with literatore, rather than ol one in 
eameet 

With ambition well sharpoied now, by what he 
counted negleot» he tnmed to politicB ; as the son 
of a oonntry gentlenum of eaay f ortane^ it was not 
difficult to make place for himsell Yet, with all 
the traditions of a country gentleman about him, 
in his first moyes he was not inclined to Tory- 
ism ; indeed, he startled friends by his radicalism 
— was inclined to shake hands at the outset 
with the arch-agitator O'Connell ; but not identi- 
fying himself closely with either party ; and so, to 
the last it happened that his sympathies were 
halved in most extraordinary way ; he had the 
concurrence of the most staid, Torjrish, and conser- 
Tative of country voters ; and no man could, like 
himself, bring all the jingoes of fkigland howling 
at his back. Indeed, nothing is more remarkable 
in his career than his shrewd adaptation of policy 
to meet existing, or approaching tides of feeling ; 
he does not avow great conyictions of duty, and 
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stand by them; but he toys with convictions; 
stadies the weakness^ as he does the power, of 
those with him or against him ; shifts his ground 
accordingly; rarely lacking poise, and the atti- 
tude of seeming steadfastness ; whipping with his 
scourge of a tongue the little lapses of his adyer- 
saries till they shrill all oyer the kingdom ; and 
putting his own triumphs — great or small — into 
such scenic combination, with such beat of drum, 
and blare of trumpet, as to make all England 
break out into brayos. * There was not that lit- 
erary quality in his books, either early or late, 
which will giye to them, I think, a yery long life ; 
but there was in the man a quality of shrewdness 
and of power which will be long remembered — 
perhaps not always to his honor. 

I do not yield to any in admiration for the noble 
and philanthropic qualities which belong to the 
yenerable, retired statesman of Hawarden ; yet I 

* In mottration of hii oompanUiT^ hamble poailioii earl/, 
OrevUle in hit later Jowmal,^ Chapter XXIV., speaks of 
Disraeli's once proposing to Moxon, the publisher, to take 
him (Disraeli) into partnership ; Greyille says Moxon told him 
this. 
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oaimot help thinking that if each a finn and anda- 
cionB ezeontiTB hand as belonged to Lord Beaoona- 
field, had — in the aeason of General Oordon's 
stress at Ehartonm — controlled the fleets and 
armies of Oreat Britain, there wonld have been 
quite other ontcome to the sad imbroglio in the 
Soadan. When war is afoot, the apostles of peace 
are the poorest of directors. 

I go back for a moment to that Blessington 
Salon — in order to dose her story. There was 
a narrowed income — a Mlnre of her jointure 
— a shortening of her book sales; bat, not- 
withstanding, there was a long struggle to keep 
that brilliant little court aliye. One grows to 
like so much the music and the f ites and the 
glitter of the chandeliers, and the unction of 
flattering yoices I But at last the ruin came ; on 
a sudden the sherifb were there ; and derks with 
their inrentories in place of the ''Tokens'' and 
'' annuals '^ — with their gorgeous engravings' by 
Finden ft Heath — which the Mistress had ex- 
ploited; and she hurried off — after the elegant 
D'Orsay — to Paris, hoping to rehabilitate herself, 
on the Ohamps Elys^es, under the wing of Louis 
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Napoleon, jnst elected President. I chanced to see 
her in her coQp6 there, on a bright afternoon early 
in 1849 — with elegant silken wraps abont her 
and a shimmer of the old kindly smile npon her 
shrunken face — dashing out to the Bois; but 
within three months there was another sharp 
change ; she — dead, and her pretty decoUetS court 
at an end forever. 

2^ Poet of Neumtead. 

The reminiscences and conyersations of Lord 
Byron, which we haye at the hands of Lady 
Blessington, belong to a time, of course, much 
earlier than her series of London triumphs, and 
date with her journeys in Italy. A score of years 
at least before ever the chandeliers of her Lrish 
ladyship were lighted in Gore House, Byron * had 

•George Noel Gordon (Lord Byron), b. (London) 1788; 
d. (Greece) 1824. Hours of Idleness^ 1807; English Ba/rds^ 
€U.^ 1809; Childe Harold (2 cantoa), 1812; Don Juan^ 1819- 
24 ; Moore's Life^ 1880 ; Trelawney, Reeolleetumt^ ete.j 1858. 
The first rolnme (MacmilUn, 1897) has appeared of a new 
edition of Byron's works, with rolnminons notes (in over-fine 
print) by William Ernest Henley. The editorial stand-point 
may be judged by this averment from the preface,— ^^ the sole 
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gone sailing away from England under a storm 
of wraih ; and he never came back again. Indeed 
it is not a little extraordinary that one of the most 
typical of English poets, should — like Landor, 
with whom he had many traits in common — haye 
passed so little of his actiye life on English 
ground. Like Lander, he loTed England most 
when England was most behind him. Like 
Landor, he was gifted with such rare powers as 
belonged to few Englishmen of that generation. 
In Landor these powers, so far as they expressed 
themselyes in literary form, were kept in checA 
by the iron rulings of a scrupulous and exacting 
craftsmanship ; while in Byron they broke all 
trammels, whether of craftsmanship or reason, and 
glowed and blazed the more by reason of their 
audacities. Both were prone to great tempests of 
wrath which gave to both furious joys, and, I 
think, as furious regrets. 

EDgUtb poet bred since Bfilton to lire a mafter-infliieiice in 
the world tX Urge.** 

Another fnU edition of woriLt, with ecBttng bj Sari of Lore- 
laoe (grandflon of Bjron), is annonnoed as shortlj to appear 
from the press of Moiraj in London, and of Scribners in 
New York. 
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Byron came by his wrathfulness in good hered- 
itary fashion — as we shall find if we look back 
only a little way into the records of that Newstead 
family. Newstead Abbey (more properly Priory, 
the archsologists tell ns) is the name of that great 
English home — half a min — associated with the 
early years of the poet, bat neyer for mach time or 
in any trne sense a home of his own. It is some 
ten miles north of Nottingham, in an interesting 
conntry, where lay the old Sherwood Forest, with 
its traditions of Bobin Hood ; there is a liohened 
Gothic front which explains the Abbey name; 
there are great rambling corridors and halls ; there 
is a velvety lawn, with the monnment to '' Boat- 
swain,^ the poefs dog ; bnt one who goes there- 
with however mnch of Byronic reading in his or 
her mind — will not, I think, warm toward the 
locality ; and the corions foot-traveller will incline 
to tmdge away in a hnnt for Annesley, and the 
''Antique Oratory." 

Well, in that ancient home, toward the end of 
the last century, there lived, very mnch by him- 
self, an old Lord Byron, who some thirty years 
before, in a fit of wild rage, had killed a neighbor 
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and kinmnan of the name of OhaworUi ; there was 
Indeed a little show of a dael aboat the murder — 
which was done in a London tayem^ and by 
candle-light. His peerage, howerer, only sayed 
this '^ wicked lord,'' as he was called, from prison ; 
and at Newstead his life smoaldered ont in 1798, 
under donds of hate, and of distrust His son 
was dead before him ; so was his grandson, the 
last heir in direct line; but he had a younger 
brother, John, who was a great seaman— who pub- 
lished accounts of his yoyages,* which seem always 
to haye been stormy, and which lend, maybe, some 
realistic touches to the shipwreck scenes in '^ Don 
Juan.'' A son of this yoyager was the father of 
the poet, and was reputed to be as full of wrath 
and turbulence as his uncle who killed the 
Ohaworth ; and his life was as thick with disaster 
as that of the unlucky yoyager. His first marriage 
was a runaway one with a titled lady, whose heart 
he broke, and who died leaying that lone daugh- 
ter who became the most worthy Lady Augusta 

*B7Ton'f Ifarraiive^ pnblifhed in the first Tolnme of 
Eawkenoorih's Coiledion. Hon. John Byron, Admiral, etc^ 
WM at one time Goyemor of Newfoundland ; b. 1783 ; d. 1786. 
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Leigh. For Becond wife he married Miss Gtordon^ 
a Sootoh heiress, the mother of the poet, whose 
fortune he sqiiandered, and whose heart also he 
would haye broken — if it had been of a breaking 
quality. With snch foregoers of his own name, 
one might look for bad blood in the boy ; nor was 
his mother saint-like; she had her storms of 
wrath; and from the beginning, I think, gave 
her boy only cmel milk to drink. 

His extreme boyhood was passed near to Aber- 
deen, with the Highlands not far off. How mnoh 
those scenes impressed him, we do net know ; but 
that some trace was left may be f onnd in yerses 
written near his death : — 

^^ He who first met the Highland's swelling blue 
Will lore each peak that shows a kindred hne ; 
Hail in each crag a friend's familiar face 
And clasp the mountain in his mind's embrace." 

When the boy was ten, the wicked lord who 
had killed the Chaworth died ; and the Newstead 
inheritance fell to the yonng poet. We can 
imagine with what touch of the pride that shiyers 
through so many of his poems, this lad — just 
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lame enough to make him cane that mihieky 
fate — paced first down the hall at Newstead — 
tiienceforth master there — a Peer of England. 

Bat the estate was left in sorry oonditi<m ; the 
mother coold not hold it as a residence ; so they 
went to Nottingham — whereaboat the boy seems to 
haye had his first schooling. Not long afterward 
we find him at Harrow^ not far oat of London, 
where he makes one or two of the few friendships 
which abide ; there, too, he gires first eridence of 
his power oyer langaage. 

It is at aboat this epoch, also, that on his yisits 
to Nottingham — which is not far from the Gha- 
worth home of Annesley — comes aboat the spin- 
ning of those little webs of romance which are 
twisted afterward into the beantifol Chaworth 
''Dream.^ It is an old story to tell, yet how 
eyerlastingly fresh it keeps I 

^^Tbe makl was on the ere of womanhood; 
The hoj had fewer rammers, hut hit heart 
Had far o n tgr o wn his jears, and to his ^e 
There was bnt one heloved face on earth. 
And ttet was shining on him ; he had ioolsed 
Upon it ttt it conld not pass away ; 
He had no hreath, nor being, bnt in hers^ 
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She was his y<^ce . . . upon a (one, 
A touch of hen, hia blood woald ebb and flow, 
And hii cheek change tempeataonal j — hit heart 
Unknowing of iti caiue of agony." 

As a matter of fact^ Miss Ohaworth was two 
yean older, and far more matare than he ; she was 
gentle too, and possessed of a lady-like calm, 
which tortured him — since he conld not break it 
down. Indeed, through all the time when he was 
sighing, she was looking over his head at Mr. 
Musters — who was bluff and hearty, and who 
rode to the hounds, and was an excellent type of 
the rollicking, self-satisfied, and beef-eating Eng- 
lish squire — whom she married. 

EcKrly Verae and Marriage. 

After this episode came Cambridge, and those 
Hours of Idleness which broke out into Terse, 
and caught the scathing lash of Henry Brougham 
— then a young, but well-known, adyocate, who 
was conspiring with Sydney Smith and Jeffrey 
(as I haye told you) to renoyate the world through 
the pages of the Edinburgh Review. 

But this lashing brought a stinging reply ; and 

the cleyer, shrewd, witty couplets of Byron's satire 
IV.-I8 



194 LANDS, LETTERS, &• KINGS. 

upon the Scottish Reviewers (1809)^ c<mTiiiced all 
scholarly readers that a new and yery piqnant 
pen had come to the making of English Terse. 
Nor were Byron's sentimentalisms of that day all so 
cmde and ill-shapen as Brougham would have led 
the public to suppose. I quote a fragment from 
a little poem under date of 1808 — he just twenty : 

«* The dew of the morning 

Sank chill on my brow 
It felt like the warning 

Of what I feel now. 
Thy TOWS are all broken 

And light is thy fame ; 
I hear thy name spoken, 

And share in ita ahame. 

*^ They name thee before me, 

A knell to mine ear; 
A shudder comes o*er me — 

Why wert thon so dear? 
They know not I knew thee, 

Who knew thee too weU; 
Long, long shall I me thee 

Too deeply to tell." 

Naturally enough, our poet is beaming with the 
success of his satire, which is widely read, and 
which has made him foes of the first rank ; but 
what cares he for this ? He goes down with a 
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company of fellow roisterers, and makes the old 
walls of Newstead ring with the noisy celebration 
of his twenty-first birthday ; and on the trail of that 
conntry revel, and with the sharp, ringing coup- 
lets of his '^ English Bards '' crackling on the pub- 
lic ear, he breaks away for his first joyons expe- 
rience of Continental trayel. This takes him 
through Spain and to the Hellespont and among 
the isles of Greece — seeing visions there and 
dreaming dreams, all which are braided into that 
tissue of golden yerse we know as the first two 
cantos of Childe Harold. 

On his return, and while as yet this poem of 
travel is on the eve of publication, he prepares 
himself for a new (xmp in Parliament — being 
not without his oratorical ambitions. It was 
in February of 1812 that he made his maiden 
speech in the House of Lords — carefully word- 
ed, calm, not without quiet elegancies of dic- 
tion — but not meeting such reception as his 
extravagant expectation demanded ; whatever he 
does, he wishes met with a tempest of approval ; a 
dignified welcome, to his fiery nature, seems cold. 

But the publication of Childe Harold, only a 
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short time kter, brings compensating torrents of 
praise. His satire had piqned attention without 
altogether satisfying it ; there was little academic 
merit in it -^ none of the art which made Ahsa- 
lorn and Aekitophd glow, or which gleamed 
npon the sword-thmsts of the Duneiad; bnt its 
stabs were bnsiness-like; its conplets terse, slash- 
ing, and fnll of tmonlent, scorching vires irm. 
This other Terse, howeyer, of CkUde Harold— 
which took one npon the dance of waTes and un- 
der the swoop of towering canjass to &e grores of 
'' Ointra's glorious Eden,'' and among those Span- 
ish Tales where Dark Guadiana ''rolls his power 
along ; ^ and thence on, by proud BoTille, and 
fair Oadix, to those shores of the Egean, where 
» 8tm bit hoaxed wealth Hjmettot yieldf,— "• 

* The thoH Une ii noi enovs^ We mait giTe the baiden 
of tiiat apoeCrophe to the kad of Hellaff though onlj ia a note : 
** Sweet are thgr grores, and Terdaot are thy flelda: 
Thine olire fipe aa when lOnerra amiled, 
And ftill hit honejed wealth Hjmettof jieldf . 

There tiie blithe bee bit fragrant f ortreae bailda, 
The ftree-bom wanderer of the mountain air; 

Apollo ftill tl^ long, long eommer gilda, 
StiU in bit beamt Mendell't marblet glare, 
Art, Olorj, Freedom fail, but Natnre ttm it fkir.** 
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was of qaite another order. There is in it^ more- 
over, the hannting personalily of the prond, broken- 
spirited wanderer, who tells the tale and wraps 
himself in the yeil of mysterious and piqnant sor- 
rows : Withal there is snch dash and spirit, such 
mastery of langaage, snch malnrellons descrip- 
tive power, such subtle pauses and breaks, carry- 
ing echoes beyond the letter — as laid hold on 
men and women — specially on women — in a way 
that was new and strange. And this bright me- 
teor had flashed athwart a sky where such stars as 
Southey, and Scott, and Bogers, and the almost 
forgotten Orabbe, and Coleridge, and Wordsworth 
had been beaming for many a day. Was it 
strange that the doors of London should be flung 
wide open to this fresh, brilliant singer who had 
blazed such a path through Spain and Greece, and 
who wore a coronet upon his forehead ? 

He was young, too, and handsome as the morn- 
ing ; and must be mated — as all the old dowagerd 
declared. So said his friends — his sister chief est 
among them ; and the good Lady Melbourne 
(mother-in-law of Lady Oaroline Lamb) — not 
without discreet family reasons of her own — fixed 
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upon her charming nieoe» Mifls Milbankey as the 

one with whom the new poet should be oonpled, 

to make his way through the wildemeeses before 

him« And there were other approyals ; eyen Tom 

Moore — who^ of all men, knew his habits best — 

saying a reluctant '^ Yes *^ — after much hesitation. 

And so, through a process of coy propositions and 

counter-propositions, the marriage was arranged 

at last, and came about down at Seaham House 

(near Stockton-on-Tees), the country home of the 

father. Sir Balph Milbanke. 

^^ Her face wm fair, Mtt was not tiiai which made 
The starlight of his boyhood ; as he stood 
Eren at the altar, o'er his brow there came 
The self-same aspect, and the qniTering shock 
That in the Antique Oratoiy shook 
His bosom in its solitode; and then — 
As in that hoar — a moment o*er his face 
The tablet of onutterable thoughts 
Was traced ; and then it faded as it came, 
And he stood calm and qniet, and he spoke 
The fitting tows, but heard not his own words, 
And aU things reeled around him." * 

* I dte that part of tiie '^ Dream ** which, though written 
much time after, was declared by the poet, and by both 
friends and foes, to represent falthfuUj his attitude— both 
moral and physical — on the occasion of his manriage. 
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Yet the service went on to its conclnsion ; and 
the music pealed, and the welcoming shouts broke 
upon the air, and the adieus were spoken ; and 
together, they two drove away — into the dark- 
ness. 



OHAPTEB VI. 

OUB lait chapter brought m into the pres- 
ence of that yiyaoions specimen of royalty, 
George IV., who '' shuffled off this mortal C(hI ^ in 
the year 1830, and was succeeded by that rough- 
edged, seafaring brother of his, William lY. 
This admiral-king was not brilliant; bnt we found 
brilliancy — of a sort — in the acute and diqiuta- 
tions essayist, William Haslitt; yet he was far 
less companionable than acute, and contrasted 
most unfayoraUy with that serene and meet 
worthy gentleman, HaUam, the historian. We 
next encountered the accomplished and showy 
Lady Blessington — the type of many a one who 
throye in those days, and who had caught some- 
what of the glitter that radiated from the royal 
trappings of George the Fourth. We saw Bulwer, 
among others, in her salon; and we lingered longer 
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ofer the wonderfal career of that Disraeli, who 
died as Lord Beaconsfield — the most widely 
known man in Great Britain. 

We then passed to a consideration of that other 
wonderfal adyentorer — yet the inheritor of an 
English peerage — who had made his fntile begin- 
ning in politics, and a larger beginning in poetry. 
To his career, which was left half-finished, we now 
recnr. 

Lord Byron a HtubancL 

As we left him — yon will remember — there 
was a jangle of marriage-bells ; and a wearisome 
jangle it proyed. Indeed Byron's marriage-bells 
wore so preposterously out of tane, and lent their 
discord in sach distarbing manner to the whole 
current of his life, that it may be worth our while 
to examine briefly the conditions nnder which the 
discord began. It is certain that all the gossips of 
London had been making prey of this match of 
the poetic hero of the hoar for much time before 
its consummation. 

Was he seeking a fortune P Not the least in 
the world ; for though the burden of debt upon 
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his estates was pressing him sorely^ and his ez« 
travagances were reckless^ yet large sums accruing 
from his swift- written tales of the *' Corsair/' 
"Lara,** and *' Bride of Abydos*' were left un- 
touched, or lavishly bestowed upon old or new 
friends ; his liberality in those days was most ex- 
ceptional ; nor does it appear that he had any 
Tery definite noticm of the pecuniary aid which 
his bride might bring to him. She had, indeed, in 
her own right, what was a small sum measured 
by their standards of living; and her expect- 
ancies, that might have justified the title of heiress 
(which he sometimes gives to her in his journal), 
were then quite remote. 

As for social position, there could be by such 
marriage no gain to him, for whom already the 
doors of England were fiung wide open. Did he 
seek the reposeful dignity of a home P There may 
have been such fancies drifting by starts through 
his mind ; but what crude fancies they must have 
been with a man who had scarcely lived at peace 
with his own mother, and whose only notion of 
enjoyment in the house of his ancestors was in the 
transport to Newstead of a roistering company of 
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boon companions — followed by such boisterous 
reyels there^ and snch unearthly din and ghostly 
frolics, as astounded the neighborhood I 

The trath is, he marched into that noose of 
matrimony as he would have ordered a new 
suit from his tailor. When this whim had first 
seized him, he had written off formal proposals to 
Miss Milbanke — whom he knew at that time only 
slightly ; and she, with yery proper prudence, was 
non-committal in her reply — though suggesting 
friendly correspondence. In his journal of a lit- 
tle later date we haye this entry : 

^^Norember 80, 1818 [some fonrteen xnonths before the 
marriage]. Yefterday a reiy pretty letter from AmiabeUa 
[the fuU name was Amia Isabella], which I answered. What 
an odd sitoation and friendship is ours ! Without one spark 
of lore on either side. She is a rery superior woman, and 
yery little spoiled ... a girl of twenty, .an only child 
and a sovonto, who has always had her own way.*' 

This eyidently does not promise a yery ardent 
correspondence. Nay, it is quite possible that the 
quiet reserye he encounters here, does offer a re- 
freshing (k>ntra8t to the heated gush of which he 
is the subject in that Babel of London; maybe. 
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too, there is aomething in the leaerre and the ae« 
sored dignity which roninds him of that earlier 
idol of his worship — Miss Ohaworth of Anneskj. 
Howeyer, three months after this last allusion 
to Miss Milbanke, we have another entry in his 
journal, running thus : 

^^Januiy 16, 18U. A wif^ would be mj talTatloii. Itm 

gtttlns nUiar Into an adminidoii for C , /owifeil 

•ifter of F • [ThM ii not MIm MillNUike — oboerre.] 

Thai riie woot loro me if Teiy probable, nor tball I loTe 
h«. The bniinesi would probablj be arranged betweea tke 
papa and me.** 

Perhaps it was in allusion to this new caprice 
that he writes to Moore, a few mcniths later : 

**Had Lady -^ appeared to wish H, or eren not to op- 
pose It, I woiU haTe gone on, and Teij poeriUj married, 
with the lame indiilerenee which hat frosen orer the Black 
Sea of almoet all mjr pairiona. . . . Obitadei the 
•Ufbteet OTen, ftop me.** (Moar9*$ Byromy p. S55.) 

And it is in face of some such obstacle, lifting 
suddenly, that he flashes up, and OTer, into new 
proposals to Miss Milbanke ; these are quietly ac- 
cepted — rery likely to his wonderment; for he 
says, in a quick ensuing letter to Moore : 
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** I certainly did not dream that the was attached to me, 
which it seemt the has been for some time. I also thought 
her of a reiy cold disposition, in which I was also mistaken; 
it is a long stoiy, and I won't trouble yon with it. As to 
her Tirtnes, and so on, yon will hear enough of them (for she 
is a kind of pattern in the north) without my running into a 
display on the subject." 

A little oyer two months after the date of this 
thej were married^ and he writes to Murray in 
the same week : 

** The marriage took place on the 2d inst., so pray make 
haste and congratulate away." [And to Moore, a few days 
later.] " I was married this day week. The parson has pro- 
nounced it; Perry has announced it, and the Morning Fui^ 
also, under head of ^ Lord Byron's manriage ' — as if it were 
a fabrication and the puif direct of a new stay*maker." 

A month and a half later, in another Moore let- 
ter, allnding to the death of the Duke of Dorset 
(an old friend of his), he says : 

*\There was a time in my life when this erent would hare 
broken n^ heart; and all I can say for it now is— that it 
iaiit worth breaking." 

Two more citations, and I shall have done with 
this extraordinary record. In March, 1816 (the 
marriage having occnrred in January), he writes 
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to Moore from the hoase of his father-in-law. Sir 
Ralph Milbanke — a little northward of the Tees, 
in County Durham : 

«« I am in such a sUte of umenesfl and stagnalioii, and so 
totally occQpied in conanming the fruits, and sanntering, and 
playing dull games at cards, and yawning, and trying to read 
old AnmwU R^gitUn and the daily papers, and gathering 
shells on the shore, and watching the growth of stonted goose- 
berries in the garden, that I have neither time nor sense to 
say more than yours cTer — B.** 

A Stay in London. 

On leaving the coantry for a new reddence in 
London, his growing cheer and spirits are Tery 
manifest : 

*^ I hare been Teiy comfortable here. BeUisinhealtli,and 
imTsried good humor. Bat we are all in the ag<mies of 
packing. ... I suppose by this hour to-morrow I shall 
be stuck in the chariot with my chin upon a band-box. I 
haTe prepared, howcTer, another carriage for the abigail, and 
all the trumpery which our wiyes drag along with them.** 

Well, there follows a year or more of this 
coupled life — with what dashings we can imagine. 
Old Balph Milbanke is not there to drawl through 
his after-dinner stories, and to intrude his re- 
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straining presence. The poet finds things to 
watch abont the clubs and the theatres — quite 
other than the stunted gooseberries that grew in 
his father-in-law's garden. Nothing is more sure 
than that the wilful audacities^ and selfishness, and 
temper of the poet, put mj lad/s repose and 
dignities and perfection to an awful strain. Nor 
is it to be wondered at, if the mad and wild indis- 
cretions of the husband should have provoked 
some quiet and galling counter indiscretions on 
the part of her ladyship. 

It is alleged, for instance, that on an early occa- 
sion — and at the suggestion of a lady companion 
of the august mistress — there was an inspection 
of my lord's private papers, and a sending home to 
their writers of certain highly perfumed notelets 
found therein; and we can readily believe that 
when this instance of wifely zeal came to his lord- 
ship's knowledge he broke into a strain of 
remark which was not precisely that of the 
"Hebrew Melodies." Doubtless he carries away 
from such encounter a great reserve of bottled 
wrath — not so much against her ladyship person- 
ally, as against the stolid proprieties, the un- 
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bending eornples, the ladylike antteritieB, and tbe 
cooU elegant dowager -dignitiea ahe rqureaenta. 
Fanpj a man who haa pat luoh aonl aa he haa, 
and inch itrength and hope and pride aa he haa, 
into thoae awift poema, which hare taken hia 
heart'a blood to their making — ianey him^ aaked 
by the woman who haa set oat to widen hia hopea 
and life by all the helpa ol wifehood, **Wkw^— 
pray — he fMOM to give up those versifying habits 
of hist** No, I do not belieye he reaented thia in 
langoage. I don't belieTe he argaed the point ; I 
donH beliere he made defence of reraifjing habita ; 
bat I imagine that he regarded her with a daied 
look, and an eye that saw more than it seemed to 
see — an eye that discerned broad shallows in her, 
where he had hoped for pellacid depths. I think 
he felt then — if nerer before — a premoniti<m 
that their roads woald not lie long together. And 
yet it gave him a shock — not altogether a pleaa- 
ant one, we may be snre — when Sir Balph, the 
father-in-law, to whose hoose she had gone on a 
yiait, wrote him politely to the effect that — ''she 
woald neyer oome back.'' Sach things cannot be 
pleasant ; at least, I shoald jadge not. 
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And 80^ she thinks something more of marriage 
than as some highly reckoned oonyentionality — 
nnder whose coyer bickerings may go on and 
spend their f orce^ and the decent twin masks be 
always worn. And in him> we can imagine Kn- 
gering traces of a lore for the feminine features in 
her — for the grace^ the dignity, the sweet face, 
the modesties — bat all closed over and hackled 
np, and stanched by the everlasting and all encom- 
passing backram that laces her in, and that has so 
little of the compensating instinctive softness and 
yieldingness which might hold him in leash and 
win him back. The woman who cannot — on 
occasions — pat a weakness into her forgiveness, 
can never pat a vital strength into her persaasion. 

Bat they part, and part forever ; the only won- 
der is they had not parted before; and still 
another wonder is, that there shoald have been 
zealoas hant for oatside caases when so many are 
staringly apparent within the walls of home. I 
do not believe that Byron woald have lived at 
peace with one woman in a thoasand ; I do not 
believe that Lady Byron woald have lived at peace 
with one man in a handred. The compntation is 
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largely in her &Tor ; althoa^ it doet not imply 
neoeadty for his ocmdemnfttion as an utter brute. 
Eren as he sails away from Bngland — from which 
he is hunted with hue and cryj and to whose 
shores he is nerer again to return — he drops % 
farewell to her with sudi touches of feeling in it^ 
that one wonders — and future readers always will 
wonder — with what emotions the mother and his 
child may haTe read it : 

^ Fife thee weU and if for erer, * 
8101 for erer — fne thee well! 
Xren Iho* nnfofghring — nerer 
'Gsiiiit thee ibsU ngr heart rebel 



Lore msj link \fj slow decaj 

But, \fj Hidden wrench, belieTe not 
Hearts can thna be torn away. 



* Thk poem appeared about the middle of April, 1816. 
The final break in hie relations with Lady^ Byron had oc- 
curred, probably, in early February of the same year. On 
December 10, 1815, his daughter Ada was bom; and on 
April 35th, next ensoing, he sailed away from l^i^and 
forerer. Byron insisted that the poem ('* Fare thee weU "), 
thon^ written in sincerity, was published against his indi- 
nations, through the orer-seal of a friend.— ifoors's Lifa^ p. 
596, ToL i. 
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And when thou woold'st lolace gither, 
When onr child's first accents flow, 

Wilt thou teach her to saj « Father ' 
Thoogh his care she must forego? 

When her little hands shall press thee, 
When her lip to thine is prest, 

Think of him whose prajer shall bless thee ; 
Think of hhn thy lore has blessed. 

Should her lineaments resemble 
Those thon ncTer more may'st see, 

Then thy heart will softly tremble 
With a poise yet true to me; 

All my faults perchance thou knowetti 
All n^ madness none can know, 

All my hopes where'er thou goesl 
Wither <— yet, with thee they go. 
Breiy feeling hath been shaken; 

Pride which not a world conld bow, 
Bows to thee — by thee forsaken, 

Eren xo^ sonl forsakes me now. 
But tis done, all words are klle ; 

Words from me are vainer still; 
Bat the thoughts we cannot bridle 

Force their way, without the will. 
Fare thee well! thus disunited, 

Tom from erery nearer tie, 
Seared in heart and lone, and blighted — 

More than this, I scarce can die.** 

I should hare felt warranted in giving Bome in- 
telligible acconnt of the poef 8 infelicities at home 
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were it only to ked up to this exhibit of his 

wondrooB literarj skill ; bat I find rtQl stronger 

reasons in the &et that the hue and cry which 

followed upon his separation from his wife seemed 

to exalt the man to an insolent bravado, and a 

challenge of all restraint — nnder which his genins 

flamed up with new power, and with a blighting 

qdendor. 

Eocile. 

It was on the S6th of April, 1816 (he being then 
in his twenty-eighth year), that he bade England 
adieu foreTer, and among the tenderest of his 
leave-takings was that from his sister, who had 
vainly sought to make smooth tiie difficulties in 
his home, and who (until Lady Byron had fallen 
into the blindness of dotage) retained her utmost 
respect. I cannot forbear quoting two verses from 
a poem addressed to this devoted sister : 

*^ TImmi^ tlie rook of my lail hope if sliiTeted 

And Ht fragments sre rank in the wmre, 
Thoogh I feel that mj aool if delirered 

To pain — it thaU iio< he iti dare ; 
There if many a pang to purae me; 

Th^ maj crash — bnt they ihall not contemn^ 
They may torture, bnt ahaU not rabdne me, 

ma of Am that I think — not of them. 
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^ From the wreck of the pett, whieh hath peiishedt 

Thyt mndi I «t leiit miy recall, 
It hath tailed me that what I meet cheriahed 

Deaerred to he deareet of all; 
In the deaert a f contain ia apringfaig, 

In the wide waate, there atiU ia a tree, 
And a bird in the aolitode ainging 

Which apeaka to my apirit of Am.** 

NeTer waa a man pelted away from his natiTa 
shores with more anathemas ; never one in whose 
favor so few appealing voices were heard. It was 
not so much a memory of his satirical thrusts, as 
a jealousy begotten by his late extraordinary sao- 
oessesj which had alienated nearly the whole literary 
fraternity. Only Bogers, Moore, and Scott were 
among the better known ones who had forgiven 
his petolant verse, and were openly apologetio and 
friendly ; while sach kind wishers as Lady Holland 
and Lady Jersey were half afraid to make a show 
of their sympathies. Creditors, too, of that bar* 
dened estate of his, had poshed their executions one 
upon another — in those days when his torments 
were most galling — into what was yet called with 
poor significance his home ; only his title of peer, 
Moore tells us, at one date saved him from prison. 
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Yet when he lands in Belgium^ he trayels — 
trae to his old recklessness — like a prints ; with 
body serrants and physician^ and a lumbering 
family ooach^ with its showy trappings. Water- 
loo was fresh then^ and the wreck and the bloody 
and tiie glory of it were all scored npon his bndn^ 
and shortly afterward by his fiery hand npon 
the poem we know so well^ and which will carry 
that streaming war pennon in the face of other 
generations than ours. Then came the Bhine, 
with its castles and traditions, glittering afresh in 
the fresh stories that he wore ; and after these his 
settlement for a while npon the borders of Lake 
Gteneva — where, in some one of these talks of ours 
we found the stndions Gibbon, under his acacia- 
trees, and where Bousseau left his footprints — 
nerer to be effaced — at Glarens and Meillerie. 
One would suppose that literature could do no 
more with such outlooks on lake and mountain, as 
seem to mock at language. 

And yet the wonderful touch of Byron has 
kindled new interest in scenes on which the glow- 
ing periods of Bousseau had been layished. Eren 
the guide-books can none of them complete their 
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record of the region without stealing deacrip- 
tiye gems from his verse ; and his story of the 
Prisoner of ChiUon will always — for yon and 
for me — Inrk in the shadows that lie nnder those 
white castle walls^ and in the mnrmnr of the 
waters that ebb and flow — gently as the poem — 
all ronnd abont their foundations. I may men- 
tion that at the date of the Swiss visit, and under 
the influences and active co-operation of Madame 
de StaSl — then a middle-aged and invalid lady re- 
siding at her country seat of Ooppet, on the bor- 
ders of Geneva Lake — Byron did make overtures 
for a reconciliation with his wife. They proved 
utterly without avail, even if they were not treated 
with scorn. And it is worthy of special note that 
while up to this date all mention of Lady Byron 
by the poet had been respectful, if not relenting 
and conciliatory —thereafter the vials of his wrath 
were opened, and his despairing scorn knew no 
bounds. Thus, in the '' Incantation '^ — thrust 
into that uncanny work of Manfred — with which 
he was then at labor — he says : 

** Though thou seest me not pMt |yy, 
Thou Bhalt feel me with thine eye. 
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A«a«hliigtiiiil,thoa^i 

Ifi&ii be new thee, and hath been; 

And when, in that eecret dread, 

Thon halt tnrned aitmnd thy bead, 

llKm thah Barrel I am not 

Aa thj thadow on the tpot; 

And the power which thon doet fed 

Shan be what thon nmit ooneeaL" 

BMSie^ ami Godwin. 

Anofher episode of Byron's Swiss life was his 
encounter there, for the first time, with the poet 
Shelley.* He, too, was under han, for reasons 
that I must briefly make known. Like his 
brother poet, Shelley was bom to a prospectiye 
inheritance of title and of wealth. His father 
a baronet, shrewd and calculating, and liying 



* Pen7 BjMhe Shdley, b. 1792; d. (bj drowning hi Golf 
of 8peiia) 18SS. Quern Mab, pnb. ISSl (bnt priratelj 
printed 1818); AUtstor^ 1816; Loan and CfOma (afterward 
BevoUqf JHam), 1818; Adonads, 1881. Ltft, hj Mra. 
SheUey, 1845; Hogg's Life, 1858; BoesettTa, 1870. Betidee 
whidi there it biograi^c material, mate or leet Aill, l^ 
Forman, Trelawny, MoCartlor, Leigh Hunt, Qamett, and Jeaf- 
froMn {BmI ShOUy). L^ in SmgKtik Men. ef LtUtn, bj 
the late John Addfagton Symonds; and in 1886, Profeaeor 
Dowden'e woiic. 
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by the harshest and baldest of old eonyentional- 
isms ; this father had giyen a warm^ brooding care 
to the estate left him by Sir Bysshe Shelley (the 
grandfather of the poet)^ who had an American 
bringitig up — if not an American birth — in the 
town of Newark/ N. J. The boy poet had tiie ad- 
▼antages of a place at Eton f — not altogether a 
favorite there, it wonld seem ; ^'passionate in his 
resistance to an injury, passionate in his love.* 
He carried thence to Oxford a figure and a 
beauty of countenance that were almost efl^ni- 
nate ; and yet he had a capacity for doubts and 
negations that was wondroudy masculine. His 
scholarship was keen, but not tractable ; he takes 
a wide range outside the established order of 
studies ; he is a great and unstinted admirer of 
the French philosophers, and makes such auda- 
cious free-thinking challenge to the church digni- 
taries of Oxford that he is expelled — like some- 

*BoM6tti,in Siuy. IMfamiiftMh tajs, «« In Chriat C9iiiToh| 
Newaric ** — as to wfaioh item (repeated l^Dowden) thete haa 
been aome American woodermentt 

t Jiilj« 1804, to July, 1810; Aikmmm^ No. 8,006, June, 
1885. 



2i8 LANDS, LETTERS, &* KINGS. 

thing Tenomoas. His father, too, gi?e8 him the 
cold shoulder at this crisiB, and he drifts to Lon- 
don. There he contriyes interriews with his 
sisters, who are in school at Gliqpham ; and is de- 
coyed into A marriage — before he is twenty — 
with a somewhat pretty and OTer-bold dan^ter 
of a ooSee-honse keeper, who has acted as a go- 
between in commnnications with his sisters. The 
pmdent, conrentional &ther is now down upon 
him with a yengeance. 

Bat the boy has pluck under that handsome 
face of his. He sets out, with his wife— after 
sundry wanderings — to redeem Irdand ; but they 
who are used to blunderbusses, underyalue 
Shelley's fine periods, and his fine face. He is 
some time in Wales, too (the mountains there 
fastening on his thought and cropping out in after 
poems) ; he is in Edinboro', in York, in Keswick 
'—making his obeisance to the great Sou they 
(but coming to oyer-hate of him in after years). 
Meantime he has children. Sometimes money 
comes from the yielding father — sometimes none ; 
he is abstemious; bread and water mostly his 
diet ; his home is without order or thrift or in- 
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vitingness — the lapses of the hoydenish girl- 
wife stinging him OTer and over and throngh and 
through. 

But Shelley has read Oodwin's Political Justice 
— one of those many fine schemes for the world's 
renqyation, by tearing out and burning up most 
of the old fnmitnre^ which make their appearance 
periodically — and in Tirtae of his admiration of 
Gk)dwin^ Shelley counts him among the demi-gods 
of the heaven which he has conjured up. In 
reality Gk)dwin* was an oldish^ rather clumsy^ but 
astute and deyer dissenting minister, who had left 
preaching, and had not only written PoliticalJus- 
tice, but novels — among them one called Caleb 
WiUiams; by which you will know him better — 
if you know him at all. This gave him great 
reputation in its time. There were critics who 
ranked him with, or above, Scott — even in fic- 
tion. This may tempt you to read Caleb WiU- 

*WilliamGodwin,b. 1756; d. 1886. PblUiealJugtice, ITdS ; 
Calth WiUiamiy 1794. WUliam Austen (aoihor of Peier 
Bugg)^ in his LetUr$ firom Londouy 1808-8, describes a Tidi 
to Godwin at his cottage— Somerston; notices a portrait of 
^' Mary ** (Mrs. SheUey) hanging OTer the mantel 
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iaiM;*aiidif70QrMdit — yon will not forget it. 
It pinches the memory like % rioe ; much reading 
of it mighty I should fliink, engender, in one 
of virid imagination, such nightmare stories as 
'* CaUed Back*" or '' A Dark Day.** 

But Mr. Godwin had a daughter, Mary (whose 
motiier was that Mary WoUstoneoraft, promoted 
now to a plaoe amongst famous women), and our 
Shelley going to see Gk>dwin, saw also the dangh- 
ter Mary '—many times oyer; and these two — 
haying misty and mystic visions of a new order of 
ethics — ran away together. 

It mnst be sud, however, to the credit of Shel- 
ley (if credit be the word to use), that when this 
first wife killed herself — as she did some eightem 
months afterward f (whether from grief or other 

• BOm Martiiieaii (p. 804, toL IL, Autobiogrofik^) Mjjrt 
that Godwin told her he WTOie the first half oiCaUh WUUtm§ 
in three months, and then etoi^edfor aiz — flniihing it in 
three more. «*This paafe,** ahe tays, *^ in tiie middle of a 
work fo intense, seems to me a remarkable incSdent" 

t Separation took place about the middle of Jnne, 1S14; 
she desteoyed herself, Norember 10, 1816. At one time tiiere 
had been nfi^jromors that she was nntme to him; aadHieieis 
some reason to beliere that Shdlejr once ottertaiaed this be- 
lief, but tiiere is no adequate testimony to that end; God- 
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cause is doabtfal) — he married Miss Godwin; and 
it was daring the summer preceding this second 
marriage that Byron (1816) encountered Shelley 
on the shores of Lake Leman. Shelley had al- 
ready written that wild screed of <iatm Mob 
(privately printed^ 1813)^ giving poetic emphasis 
to the scepticism of his Oxford days. He had 
published that dreamy poem of Alaator — himself 
its poet hero> as indeed he was in a large sense of 
every considerable poem he wrote. I dte a frag- 
ment of it, that you may see what waking and 
beguiling voice belonged to the young bard, who 
posed there on the Oeneva lake beside the more 
masculine Byron. He has taken us into forest 
depths: 

*^ One TasI man 
Of mfagflng abide, whose brown magnliloenoe 
A narrow Tale embosoma. 

Tbe i^jrtainida 
Of the taU cedar, OYerarching, frame 
Most Bolemn domes within; and far below, 
Like donds suspended in an emerald sky, 
The ash and the acada floating, hang 

win's diaii should not count for Teiy mncli* Dowden leares 
the matter in donbt. 
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TmuikNM and pde. like m ttaM lef p eite dolfaed 
In ninbow and in fire, the penaitet 
Starred with ten thonmnd bloeeo oM flowed sronnd 
The graj tmnki; and as gametome infaatt* e^ea. 
With gentle meaningi and meet innocent wilea 
F<M their beams round tiie hearU of those that lore, 
These twine their tendrils with the wedded bonghs. 

. the woTen leares 
ICake nel-woriL of the dark bine ligfato of dajr 
And the nigfat^s noontide cleamess» mvtiUile 
As shapes in the weird donds. 

One darkest ^n 
8«iids from its woods of mosk-iose twined with Jasmine 
A sool-£ssolTing odor, to inTite 
To some mora lord/ B^jtteiy, Throoi^ tiie ddl 
Silence and twili^ here, twin sisters, keep 
Their noondajr watdi, and sail among the shades 
Like Taporons shq^ half seen." 

And gnoh mysterieg uid Yaporoog ahapei mn 
throngh all hig poetio world. He wanden, with 
that rarely fine gift of rhythmic speech^ ag wide 
away from the compact sordid world— npon 
which Byron always sets foot with a ringing tread 
— as ever Spenser in his chase of rainbow crea- 
tions. Yet there were penetratire sinnons infln* 
ences aboat that yonng poet — defiant of law and 
wrapt in his porsoit of mysteries — which may 
well have given foreign tenches of color to Byron's 
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Manfred or to his Prometheus. At any rate^ 
these two souls lay qnietly for a time^ warped 
together — like two vessels windbonnd under 
mountain shelter. 

Byron in Baly. 

Byron next goes southward^ to riotous life in 
Venice; where — whether in tradesmen's houses 
or in palaces upon the Orand Oanal> or in country 
villas upon tiie Euganean hills — he defies priests 
and traditions^ and order^ and law> and decency. 

To this period belongs^ probably^ the conception, 
if not the execution, of many of those dramas* — as 
non-playable as ever those of Tennyson — unequal, 
too, but with passages scattered here and there of 
great beauty; masterly aggregation of words 
smoking with passion, and full of such bullet-like 
force of expression as only he could command; 
but there is no adequate blending of parts to make 
either stately or well-harmonized march of events 
toward large and definite issues. 

* I am reminded that Macreadj's impenonation of Wtmtr 
was a noted and succesafol ona Sardtmapaim and the Two 
Fo$eaH enliited also the fervor of this actor's dramatic in- 
dorsement. But these all— needed a Macready. 
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Oat of the Venetian welter oeme, too, the 
fourth canto of OhUde Harold and the opening 
parts of Don Juain. The mocking^ roUieking, 
martelloiu Virion of JudgmmU, whoee daring 
licenae staggered OTen Murray and Moore, and 
which aoarified poor Soathey^ belongs to a Uter 
phase of his Italian career. It is angry and 
bitter — and has an impish laughter in it — of a 
sort which our friend Bobert Ingersoll might 
write, if his genius ran to poetry. Cain had 
been of a bolder tone — perhaps loftier; with 
much of the argument that Milton puts into 
the mouth of Satan^ amplified and rounded, 
and the whole illuminated by passages of won- 
derful poetic beauty. 

His scepticism, if not so out-spoken and full of 
plump negatires as that of Shelley, is far more 
mocking and bitter. If Shelley was rich in nega- 
tions — so far as relates to orthodox belief — he 
was also rich in dim, shadowy conceptions of a 
mysterious eternal region, with faith and loye 
reigning in it — toward which in his highest range 
of poetic effusion he makes approaches with an 
awed and a tremulous step. But with Byron — 
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even where his words carry full theistic beliefa'— 
the awe and the tremnloos approaches are want- 
ing. 

Shelley Again. 

Shelley went back from Switzerland to a home 

for a year or more^ beyond Windsor^ near to 

Bisham — amid some of the loveliest country that 

borders upon the Thames. Here he wrote that 

strange poem of Loon and Cythna (or Revolt of 

Islam, as it was called on its re-issue)^ which^ so 

far as one can gather meaning from its redundant 

and cumulated billows of rich^ poetic language^ 

tells how a nation was kindled to freedom by 

the strenuous outcry of some young poet-prophet 

— how he seems to win^ and his enemies become 

like smoking flax — how the dreadful &tes that 

beset us^ and crowd all worldly courses from their 

best outcome^ did at last trample him down ; not 

him only^ but the one dearest to him — who is a 

willing victim — and bears him off into the shades 

of night. Throughout^ Laon the Victim is the 

poefs very self ; and the very self appears again — 

with what seems to the cautious^ world-wise reader 
IV.— 16 
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a carious indiacretion — in the pretty jtunpiiig 

metre of '^ Boealind and Helen'' : — 

** Jojom he wu ; and hope and peace 
On aU who heaid hfan did abide, 
Baizung like dew from his eweek taUc, 
Am where the ereniiig ttar maj walk 
Along the brink of the gloon^ teas, 
Liquid miiti of splendid qnirer. 
Hla Tory gettoret touched to tean 
The nnperaaaded Qrrant, nerer 
80 moTed before. . . . 
Men wonderedt and some tneered, to aee 
One aow what he coold nerer reap; 
For he ia rich, thej said, and joung, 
And mic^ drink from the depths of Ivzuy. 
If he seeks Fame, Fame nerer crowned 
The champion of atrampled creed; 
If he seeks Power, Power is enthroned 
'BOd ancient rin^ and wrongs, to feed 
Which hungry wolres with praise and spoil, 
Iliose who would sit near Power nrast toiL" 

It was in 1818^ four years before his deaths that 

Shelley sailed away from English shores forever. 

There was not mach to hold him there; those 

children of the WestbroOk mother he cannot know 

or gaide.* The Chancellor of England has decided 

* Very foU aoooont of the Cfaaacery proceedings in respect 
to children of Shelley may be fotmd in Professor Dowdea'a 
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that question against him ; and Law^ which he 
has defied, has wroaght him this great pain ; nay, 
he has wild, imaginary fears, too, that some Lord 
Ohancellor, weaving toils in that web of orderly 
British custom, may pnt bonds on these other and 
younger children of the Godwin blood. Nor is it 
strange that a world of more reasonable motiyes 
should urge this subtle poet — whose head is car- 
ried of purpose, and by love, among the clouds — 
to turn his back on that grimy, matter-of-foct 
England, and set his face toward those southern 
regions where Art makes daily food, and where he 
may trail his robes without the chafings of law or 
custom. But do not let me convey the impression 
that Shelley then or ever lived day by day wan- 
tonly lawless, or doing violence to old-fashioned 
proprieties ; drunkenness was always a stranger to 
him, to that new household — into which he had 
been grafted by Godwinian ethics — he is nor- 
mally true; he would, if it were possible, bring 

biogn^hj. Bf this il would appear thai by dediioii of L(»d 
Bldon (July S5, ISlS) SbeUey waf aUowed to see hif children 
twelre timet a year—- if in the presence of their regularly 
appointed goaidians (Dr. and Mre. Home). 
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into the lap of his charities those other estnjs 
from whom the law divides him ; his generosities 
are of the noblest and f allest ; he even entertains 
at one time the singular eaprioe of ''taking 
orders,'* as if the anther of Queen Mob could hold 
a Tioarage I It opens, he said, so many ways of 
ddng kindly things, of making hearts joyful ; and 
—for doctrine, one can always preach Charity I 
With rare ezcq^itions, it is only in his mental atti- 
tudes and forays that he overstqMi the metes and 
bounds of the eyery-day moralities around him. 
Few poets, eyen of that time, can or do so measure 
him as to enjoy him or to give him joy. Lei|^ 
Hunt is gradous and kindly ; but there are no 
winged sandals on his feet which can carry him 
into r^;ions where Shelley walks. Southey is 
stark unbelieyer in the mystic fields where Shellej 
graies. Wordsworth is conquered by the Art, but 
has mehincholy doubts of the soul that se^ns 
caught and hindered in the meshes of its own 
craftsmanship. Landor, of a certainty, has de- 
tected with his keen insight the high faculties 
that run rampant under the mazes of the new 
poet's language ; but Landor, too, is in exile— ^ 
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driyen hither and thither by the same Uick of 
steady home affinities which has overset and em- 
broiled the domesticities of the yonnger poet. 

John Keata. 

Yet another singer of these days^ in most ear- 
nest sympathy with the singing moods of Shelley 
— for whom I can have only a word now, was 
John Keats ; * bom within the limits of London 
smoke, and less than three-quarters of a mile from 
London Bridge — knowing in his boy days <mly 
the homblest, work-a-day ranges of life ; getting 
some good Latinity and other schooling oat of a 
Mr. Olarke (of the Oowden Clarke family) — 
reading Virgil with him, but no Greek. And yet 
the lad, who never read Homer save in Ohapman, 
when he comes to write, as he does in extrone 
yonth, crowds his wonderf al lines with the delicate 
trills and warblings which might have broken oat 
straight from Helicon — with a susurros from the 
Bees of Hymettas. This makes a good argument 

•John Eeutt, b. 1796; d. 1831. Sim "ooUected" Jbm«, 
1817; Endym/Um^ 1818; second Tohune of oolleoted Pmm*, 
18d0; Lift and L€tter$ --LoTd Houghton (Ifilnet), 1848. 
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— 80 far M it reaohee — in disproof of the ayer- 
ments of those who belioTe that> for oonqnert of 
Attic felicities of expression^ the Greek yocables 
mnst needs be torn forth root by root, and 
stretched to dry upon our skulls. 

He published Endymion in the very year when 
Shelley set off on his final yoyagings — a gashing, 
wayy, wandering poem, intermeehed with flowers 
and greenery (which he layishes), and with fairy 
golden things in it and careering butterflies ; with 
some bony under-structure of Greek faUe — loose 
and yague — and serying <mly as the caulking pins 
to hold together the rich, sensuous sway^ and the 
temper and roll of his language. 

I must snatch one little bit from that book of 
Endymion, were it only to show you what music 
was breaking out in unexpected quarters from that 
fact-ridden England, within sound of the murmurs 
of the Thames, when SheUey was sailing away : — 

'^ On ereiy morrow are we wremUiiiig 
A flowery band to bind oi to the earth 
Spile of deflpondenoe, of the inhuman dearth 
Of noble nataeS) of the gloomijr dayti 
Of all the unhealthy and o'er-darkened waya 
Made for our learching; yea, in spite of 9X1% 
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Some shape of beauty mores awaj the pall 
From our dark spirits. Such — the san, the mooii} 
Trees — old and young, sprouting a shady boon 
For simple sheep ; and such are daffodils 
With the green world they lire in ; and clear rilla 
That for themselyes a cooling corert make 
'Gainst the hot season; the mid-forest brake 
Bich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms ; 
And such, too, is the grandeur of the dooms 
We hare imagined for the mighty dead ; 
AU lorely tales that we hare heard or read." 

I might cite page on page from Eeats^ and yet 

hold your attention ; there is something so begail. 

ing in his witching words; and his pictures are 

finished — with only one or two or three dashes of 

his pencil. Thus we come upon — 

** Swelling downs, where sweet air stirs 
Blue harebells lightly, and where prickly fane 
Buds UTish gold." 

And again our ear is caught with — 

*« Bustle of the reapM com. 
And sweet birds antheming the mom." 

Well^ this young master of song goes to Italy, 
too — not driyen, like Byron, by hue and cry, or 
like Shelley, restless for change (from Chancellor's 
courts) and for wider honzons-— ^but running from 
the disease which has firm grip upon him, and 
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which some three years after Shelley's going 
kills the poet of the Etidymion at Borne. His 
ashes lie in the Protestant burial-ground there — 
under the shadow of the pyramid of Gains Gestins. 
£?ery literary trayeller goes to see the grave^ and 
to spell out the words he wanted inscribed there : 

** Here Uee one whose name waf writ in water.** 

Upon that death, Shelley, then liying in Pisa, 
blazed out in the AdonaU — the poem making, 
with the Lycidas of Milton, and the In Memoriam 
of Tennyson, a triplet of laurel garlands, whose 
leaves will neyer &de. Yet those of Shelley haye 
a cold rustle in them — shine as they may :-* 

'« (M^ weep f or Adooaii — he if dead I 
Wakot melancholy mother, wake and weep I 

Tet wherefore? Qnench within their homing hed 
Thy ilery tean* and lei ihj kmd heart keep 
likehif — a rnnto and nncomplaining sleep. 

For he ii gone where all thingt wiae and feir 
Descend. Oh, dream not that the amorons deep 

yyiU yet restore him to the vital air; 

Death feeds on his mute Toloe and laughs at cm despair. 

*^ Oh, weep for Adonais I The qnick dreams, 

The passion-winged ministers of thonglit 
Who were his flocks, whom near the living streams 
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Of his jomig spirit he fed, and whom he Uragfat 
The Lore which was its music, wander not — 
Wander no more from kindling brain to brain, 

But droop there whence they sprung; and mourn their lot 
Round the oold heart, where, after their sweet pain, 
Thej ne'er will gather strength, or find a home again." 

The weak place in this impassioned commemo- 
rative poem lies in its waste of fire upon the heads 
of those British critics, who — as flimsy, pathetic 
legends used to run — ^^slew the poet by their 
sayagery. Eeats did not range among giants ; bat 
he was far too strong a man to die of the gibes of 
the Quarterly, or the jeers of Blackwood. Not 
this ; but all along, throughout his weary life — 
even amid the high airs of Hampstead^ where 
nightingales sang — he sang, too, — 

** I hare been half in lore with easeful Death, 
CaUed him soft names in many a musM rfaymei 
To take into the air my quiet breath." * 

Buried in Borne. 

Eeats died in 1821. In that year Shelley was 
living between Lirici, on the gulf of Spezia, and 
Pisa. While in this latter city, he was planted for 

• ii Ode to a Nightingale," vL 
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ft time at the old Lanfranchi palace, where in the 
following season very much at the instance and 
nrgence of Shelley, Leigh Hunt came with his six 
riotons yonng children, and sometimeB made a din 
— that was new to Byron and most worrisome — 
in the conrt of the Lanfranchi honse. Ont of this 
Hunt fraternizing and co-working (forecast by the 
kindly Shelley) was to be built np the snccess of 
that famous '' Liberal '' Journal, dear to the hearts 
of Shelley and Hunt, of which I have already 
spoken, and which had disastrous &ilure ; out of 
this aggregation of disorderly poetic elements grew 
also the squabbles that gave such harah color to 
the Eeminiscenees of Leigh Hunt.* 

But other and grayer disaster was impending. 
Shelley loved the sea, and carried with him to the 
water the same reckless daring which he put into 
bis verse. Upon a summer day of July, 1822, he 
went with a friend and one boatman for a sail 
upon the bay of Spezia, not heeding some cau- 

^In letter 678, to Uxanj (HaUeck Col., date of Genoa, 
Norember, 182S), Bywa mjB : ** I tee ■omebo^J repreeesti 
the Hants and Mn. Shelley ai liting in n^ home ; St if a 
ftliehood. • . . I do not tee them twice a month." 
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tions that had been dropped by old seamen^ who 
had seen portents of a storm ; and his boat sailed 
away into the covert of the clouds. Next day 
there were no tidings^ nor the next, nor the next. 
Finally wreck and bodies came to the shore. 

Trelawney, Byron's friend, tells a grim story of 
it all — how the dismal tmth was carried to the 
widowed wife, how the body of the drowned poet 
was burned upon the shore, with heathen libations 
of oil and wine ; how Byron and Hunt both were 
present at the weird funeral — the blue Mediterra- 
nean lapping peacefully upon the beach and the 
black smoke lifting in great clouds from the pyre 
and throwing lurid shadows over the silent com- 
pany. The burial — such as there was of it — took 
place in that same Protestant grayeyard at Bome 
— just out of the Porta San Paolo — where we 
were just now witnesses at the burial of Keats. 

Shelley made many friendships, and lasting 
ones. He was wonderfully generous ; he visited 
the sick ; he helped the needy ; putting himself 
often into grievous straits for means to give 
quickly. As he was fine of figure and of feature, 
80 his voice was fine, delicate, penetrative, yet in 
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nunnentB of great excitement rising to ft diriUnen 
that spoiled melody and rasped the ear ; so his 
finer generosities and kindnesses sometimes passed 
into a rasping indifference or even craelty toward 
those nearest him^ he feeling that first West- 
brook mesalliance, on occasions, like a tortnre — 
specially when the presence of the tyrannic^ 
coarse, aggravating sister-in-law was like a poi- 
sonoas irritant; he — under the teachings of a 
conscientious father, in his yoang days — was 
scarce more than half responsible for his wry 
life ; mnning to badnesses — on occasions — under 
good impulses; perhaps marrying that first wife 
because she wanted to marry him; and quitting 
her — well — because ''she didn't care.'' Intel- 
lectually, as well as morally, he was pagan ; seeing 
things in their simplest aspects, and so dealing 
with them; intense, passionate, borne away in 
tempests of quick decision, whose grounds he 
cannot fathom ; always beating his wings agiunst 
the cagements that hem us in ; eager to look into 
those depths where light is blinding and will not 
let us look ; seeming at times to measure by some 
sudden reach of soul what is immeasurable ; but 
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under the vain uplifts^ always reverent^ with a dim 
hope shining fitf ally ; contemptuous of harassing 
creeds or any jugglery of forms — of whatever 
splendid fashionings of mere material^ whether 
robes or rites — and yearning to solve by some 
strongs swift flight of imagination what is insolu- 
ble. There are many reverent steps that go to 
that little Protestant cemetery — an English 
greenery upon the borders of the Boman 0am- 
pagna— where the ashes of Shelley rest and 
where myrtles grow. And from its neighbor- 
hood^ between Mount Aventine and the Janiculan 
heights^ one may see reaches of the gleaming 
Tiber^ and the great dome of St. Peter's lifting 
against the northern sky^ like another tomb^ its 
cross almost hidden in the gray distance. 

Pisa (md Den Juom. 

No such friendship as that whose gleams have 
shot athwart these latter pages could have been 
kindled by Byron. No "Adonais'* could have 
been writ for him ; he could have melted into no 
^'Adonais^' for another ; old pirate blood, seething 
in him, forbade. No wonder he chafed at Hunt's 
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squalling children in the Lanfranchi palace ; that 
literary partnership finds quick dissolution. He 
sees on rare occasions an old English friend — he^ 
who has so few I Tet he is in no mood to make 
new friends. The lambent flames of the Ouicci- 
oli romance hoyer and play about him, making 
the only counterfeit of a real home which he has 
ever known. The proud, independent, audacious, 
lawless living that has been his so long, whether 
the early charms lie in it or no — he still clings 
by. His pen has its old force, and the words spin 
from it in fiery lines; but to pluck the fiowers 
worth the seeking, which he plants in them now, 
one must go over quaking bogs, and through ways 
of foulness. 

The Childe Harold has been brought to its con- 
clusion long before ; its cantos, here and there 
splendidly ablaze with Nature — its storms, its 
shadows, its serenities ; and the sentiment — now 
morbid, now jubilant — is always his own, though 
it beguiles with honeyed sounds, or stabs like a 
knife. 

There have been a multitude of lesser poems, 
and of dramas which have had their inception 
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and their finish on that wild Continental holiday 
— beginning on Lac Leman and ending at Pisa 
and Genoa; bat his real selfhood — whether of 
mind or passion — seems to me to come oat plain- 
er and sharper in the Don Juan than elsewhere. 
There may not be lifts in it^ which rise to the ro- 
mantic levels of the '^ Pilgrimage ;'' there may 
be lack of those interpolated bits of passion, of 
gloom, of melancholy, which break into the 
earlier poem. Bat there is the blaze and crackle 
of his own mad march of flame ; the soot, the cin« 
ders, the heat, the wide-spread ashes, and anrest 
of those fires which bamed in him from the begin- 
ing were there, and devastated all the virginal 
parities of his yoath (if indeed there were any I) 
and welded his satanic and his poetic qoalities into 
that seamy, shining, wonderfal residue of dirty 
scoriad, and of brilliant phosphorescence, which we 
call Don Juan* From a mere literary point of 
view there are trails of doggerel in it, which the 
poet was too indolent to mend, and too proud to 
exclude. Nor can it ever be done; a revised 
Byron would be not only a Byron emasculated, 
but decapitated and devastated. 'Twould lack the 
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links that tie it to the hmnanities which odl and 
writhe tortnoiisly all up and down his pages. His 
faults of prosody, or of ethics, or of &ct8«-hi8 
welter, at intervals, through a barren splendor of 
words — are all typical of that fieroe, proud, un- 
goTsmable, unoonyentional nature. This leopard 
will and should carry all his spots. We cannot 
diriTe the man ; no chanters or churches can do 
this ; he disdains to be shriyen at human hands, 
or, it would seem, any other hands. The impact 
of that strong, rigorous nature — through his 
poems — brings, to the ayerage reader, a sense of 
force, of brilliancy, of personality, of humanity (if 
gone astray), which exhilarates, which dashes away 
a thousand wordy memories of wordy verses, and 
puts in their plaoe palpitating phrases that throb 
with life. An infinite capability for eloquent 
verse ; an infinite capabOity for badnesses I We 
cannot root out the satanry from the man, or his 
books, any more than we can root out Lucifer 
from Milton's Eden. But we can lament both, 
and, if need be, fight them. 

Whether closer Britiflh infiuence (which usually 
smote upon him, like sleet on glass) — even of 
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that " Ancient Oratory '* of Annesley — wonld hare 
serred to whiten his tracks, who shall say? 
Long ago he had gone ont from them, and from 
parish church and sermon; his hymns were the 
Ranz de$ Vaches on the heights of the Dent de 
Jamum, and the preachments he heard were the 
mellowed tones of conrent bells — filtering throngh 
forest bonghs — maybe upon the ear of some 
hapless Allegra, scathed by birth-marks of a sin 
that is not her own — conning her beads, and 
listening and praying I 

MisBoUmghL 

It was in 1823, when he was liring in Genoa — 
whither he had gone from Pisa (and before this, 
Barenna) — that his sympathies were awakened in 
behalf of the Greeks, who since 1820 had been in 
reTolt against their Turkish taskmasters. He had 
been ahready enrolled with those Carbonari — the 
forerunners of the Mazzinis and the Garibaldis — 
who had labored in yain for the independence and 
unity of Italy ; and in many a burst of his impas- 
sioned song he had showered welcoming praises 
IV.— 16 
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upon a Greece that shonld be free, and with equal 
passion attaned his Terse to the lament-* that 

^^ Freedom found no champion and no child 
Snch M ColnmhiA saw arlBe when the 
Sprung forth a Pallas, anned and ondefiled.** 

How much all this was real and how mnoh 
only the romanticism of the poet, was now to be 
proTon. And it was certainly with a bnsiness-like 
air that he cut short his little agaceries with the 
Lady Blessington, and pleasant dalliance with the 
Guiccioli, for a rallying of all his forces — moneyed 
or other — in the service of that cause for which 
the brave Marco Bozzaris had fallen, fighting, 
only three months before. It was in July that he 
embarked at (Jenoa for Oreece — in a brig which 
he had chartered, and which took guns and am- 
munition and $40,000 of his own procurement, 
with a retinue of attendants — including his trusty 
Fletcher — besides his friends Trelawney and the 
Count Oamba. They skirted the west coast of 
Italy, catching sight of Elba — then famous for 
its Napoleonic associations — and of Stromboli, 
whose lurid blaze, reflected upon the sea, startled 
the admiring poet to a hinted promise — that 
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those fires should upon some near day reek on the 
pages of a Fifth Oanto of CMlde Harold* 

Mediterranean ships were slow sailers in those 
days^ and it was not until August that they ar- 
riyed and disembarked at Gephalonia — an island 
near to the outlet of the Gulf of Oorinth^ and lying 
due east from the Straits of Messina. There was a 
boisterous welcome to the generous and eloquent 
peer of England ; but it was a welcome that 
showed factional discords. Only across a mile or 
two of water lay the Isle of Ithaca^ full of yague^ 
Homeric traditions^ which under other conditions 
he would haye been delighted to follow up ; but 
the torturing perplexities about the distribution 
of moneys or ammunition, the jealousies of quar- 
relsome chieftains, the ugly watch oyer drafts 
and bills of exchange, and the griping exactions 
of local money-changers, made all Homeric fancies 
or memories drift away with the scuds of wind 
that blew athwart the Ionian seas. 

He battled brayely with the cumulating diffi- 
culties — sometimes maddened to regret — other 
times lifted to enthusiasm by the cordial greeting 
of such a chieftain as Mayrocordatos, or the street 
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cheers of a band of Snliotes. So Bumthi paved, 
until he embarked again, in equipage of his own, 
with his own fittings, for Missolonghi, where 
final measures were to be taken. Meantime he is 
paying for his ships, P*j^g for his SuUotes, 
paying for delays, and beset by riTal chieftains for 
his interest, or his stimulating presence, or his 
more stimulating moneys. On this new but short 
sea Tenture he barely escapes capture by a Turk- 
ish frigate — is badly piloted anumg the rocky 
Islets which stud the shores; sullen grierons 
exposure — coming at last, wearied and weakened, 
to a new harborage, where wekM»ies are Tooif- 
erous, but still wof uUy discordant. He Isbors 
wearily to smooth the trouUed waters, his dd, 
splendid allegianoe to a free and united Oreece 
suffering grievous quakes, and doubts ; and when 
after months of alternating turbulence and rest 
there seems promise of positiye action, he is 
smitten by the fever of those low coasts ^-aggra- 
rated by his always wanton exposures. Theattack 
is as sudden as a shot from a gun — under 
which he staggers and fslls, writhing with pain, 
and I know not what conTukional agonies. 
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There is ondMrtftken an Italian regimen of cup- 
ping and leeching about the brow and temples, 
from which the bleeding is obstinate, and again 
and again renewed. But he rallies ; attendants are 
assiduous in their care. Within a day or two he 
has recovered much of the old virtz vitcB, when on 
a sudden there is an alarm ; a band of mutinous 
Suliotes, arms in hand, break into his lordship's 
apartments, madly urging some trumpery claim 
for back-pay. Whereupon Byron — showing the 
old savagery of his ancestors — leaps from his bed, 
seises whatever weapon is at hand, and gory — 
with his bandaged head still trickling blood — he 
confronts the mutineers; his strength for the 
moment is all his own again, and they are cowered 
into submission, their yataghans clinking as they 
drop to the tiled flooring of his room. 

Twas a scene for Benjamin West to have 
painted in the spirit of Death on the Pale Horse, 
or for some later artist — loving bloody 'Mmpres- 
sions.'' However, peace is established. Quiet 
reigns once more (we count by days only, now). 
There is a goodly scheme for attack upon the 
fortress which guards the Gulf of Lepanto (Cor- 
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inth); the time is set; the guards are ready; 
the Saliotes are under bidding ; the chieftains are 
(for once) agreed, when, on the 18th, he falters, 
sinks, marmnrs some last words — ** Ada — 
daughter — loTe — Augusta — ^' barely caught; 
doubtfully caught; but it is all — and the poet 
of Childe Harold is gone, and that turbulent, 
brilliant career hushed in night 

It was on April 19, 1824, that he died. His 
body was taken home for burial. I said home; 
'twere better to have said to England, to tiie 
family vault, in which his mother had been laid ; 
and at a later day, his daughter, Ada, was buried 
there beside him, in the old Hucknall-Tprkard 
church. The building is heavy and bald, without 
the winning picturesqueness that belongs to so 
many old country churches of Yorkshire. The be- 
atitudes that are intoned under its timbered arch 
are not bom of any rural beatitudes in the sur- 
roundings. The town is small, straggly, bricky,* 
and neither church nor hamlet nor neighbors' 

* Professor Hoppin, in his honest and entertaining Old 
England^ speaks of it (p. 258) as ^^ a doll, dirty TiHage," and 
— of the church — as ^* most forlorn.*' 
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houflee are snfFnsed with those softened tints which 
verdure^ and nice keepings and mellow sunshine 
give to so many Tillages of southern England. 
Hncknall-Torkard is half way between Notting- 
ham and Newstead^ and lies upon that northern 
road which pushes past Annesley into the region 
of woods and parks where Sherwood forest once 
flung its shadows along the aisles in which the 
bugle notes of master Kobin Hood woke the echoes. 
But Hucknall-Torkard church is bald and tame. 
Mr. Winter, in his pleasant descriptive sketch,* 
does indeed give a certain glow to the ^'grim'^ 
tower, and many a delightful touch to the gray 
surroundings ; but even he would inhibit the 
pressure of the noisy market -folk against the 
churchyard walls, and their rollicking guffaw. 
And yet, somehow, the memory of Byron does 
not seem to me to mate well with either home or 
church quietudes, and their serenities. Is it not 
proper and fitting after all that the clangor of a 
rebellious and fitful world should Yoice itself near 
such a graye P Old mossy and iyied towers in 

* Qrcvy Days and CMd; chapter Tiii. MacmiUan, 1896. 
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which oharch bells are a-chime^ and near trees 
where rooks are cawing with home-soandsy do not 
marry happOy with onr memories of Byron. 

Best of all if he had been giTen burial where 
his heart lies, in that ^tdian country^ np<m some 
shaggy fore-land from which oonld haye been sem 
— one way, Ithaca and the Ionian seas, and to 
the southward, across the Straits of Lepanto, the 
woody depths of the Morea, far as Arcadia. 

But there is no mending the matter now ; he 
lies beside his harsh (Gordon mother in the middle 
of the flat oonntry of stockings, lace cortains, and 
collieries. 

Another poet, William Lisle Bowles, in a quaint 
sonnet has versed this (Jordon mother's imaginary 
welcome to her dead son : — 

^ Ckwld titat moUier tpesk, 
In IhriUliig, bnfc with hoUow scceirt weak, 
She llnif misbt give the welcome of the dead : 
* Here reit, my aon, with me ; the dresm !i fled ; 
The motley maak, and the great stir Sa o*er. 
Welcome to me, and to thii filent bed. 
Where deep forgetfalneai aiieoeeda the roar 
Of lifBi and fretting pasiioDfl wsfte the heart no more t * ** 



OHAPTBB Vn. 

FOB msaij a page now we hare spoken inter- 
mittently of that extraordinary man and 
poet — foil of power and full of passion, both 
nncontroUed — whose surroundings we found in 
that pleasantly undulating Nottingham country 
where Newstead Abbey piled aboye its lawn and 
its silent tarns — half a ruin, and half a home.* 
Nor did Byron oyer know a home which showed 
no ruin — nor eyer know a ruin, into which his 
yerse did not nestle as into a home. 

We traced him from the keeping of that passion* 
ate mother— who smote him through and through 

* This relates^ of conne, lo the condition of the Abbey in 
the dajt of Bjnm'a childhood. Colonel Wildman, a die- 
tlngoiihed officer in the Peninflular Wart who racoeeded to 
the ownership (by porchafe) about 1817) expended yery 
large ■nma npon tnch Jndidons improyementi at took away 
its old look of desolation. 

349 
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with her own wrathful spirit — to the days when 
he ottered the ^' Idle'' songs — coined in the conrts 
of Cambridge — and to those qnick succeeding 
days, when his^mad verse maddened English bards 
and Scotch reviewers. Then came the passages of 
love — with Mary Chaworth, which was real and 
vain ; with a Milbanke, which was a mockery and 
ended in worse than mockery ; all these experi- 
ences whetting the edge of that sword of song 
with which he carved a road of romance for thou- 
sands of after journeymen to travel, through 
the old Iberian Peninsula, and the vales of Thes- 
saly. Then there was the turning away, in rage, 
from the shores of England, the episode with the 
Shelley household on the borders of Lake Leman, 
with its record of ''crag -splitting'' storms and 
sunny siestas; and such enduring memorials as 
the ghastly Frankenstein of Mrs. Shelley, the 
Third Oanto of Childe Harold, and the child- 
name of — Allegra. 

Next came Venice, where the waves lapped 
murmurously upon the door-steps of the palaces 
which '' Mi-lord " made noisy with his audacious 
revelry. To this succeeded the long stay at Ba- 
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venna, with its pacifying and lingering, reposeful 
reach of an attachment, which was beantifol in 
its sincerity, bat as lawless as his life. After 
Bavenna came Pisa with its Hunt - Lanf ranchi 
comscations of spleen, and its weird interlude of 
the burning of the body of his poor friend Shelley 
upon the Mediterranean shores. Song, and drama, 
and tender yerselets, and bagnio-tainted pictures 
of Don Juan, gleamed with fervid intensity 
through the interstices of this Italian life ; but 
they all came to a sudden stay when he sailed for 
Greece, and with a generosity as strong as his 
wilder passions, flung away his fortune and his 
life in that vortex of Suliote strifes and deadly 
miasmas, which was centred amid the swamp- 
lands of Missolonghi. 

The Cretans of to-day (1897), and the men of 
Thessaly, and of the Morea, and Albanians all, 
may find a lift of their ambitions and a spur to 
their courage in Byron's sacrifice to their old strug- 
gle for liberty, and in his magnificent outburst 
of patriotic song. So, too, those who love real 
poetry will never cease to admire his subtle turns 
of thought, and his superb command of all the 
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r60oarc6B of language. But the houaeholds are 
few in which hit name will be revered as an apos- 
tle of those cheering altitudes of thought which 
encourage high endeavor, or of those tenderer 
humanities which spur to kindly deeds, and give 
their glow to the atmosphere of homes. 

Km/ WiUtarn'M Time. 

The last figure that we dealt with among Eng- 
land's kings was that bluff, vulgar-toned sailor, 
William IV., whom even the street-folk criticise, 
because he spat from his carriage window when 
driving on some State ceremonial.* Nor was this 
the worst of his coarsenesses ; he swore — with 
great ease and pungency. He forgot his dignify ; 
he insulted his ministers ; he gave to Queen Ade- 
laide, who survived him many years as dowager, 
many most uncomfortable half -hours ; and if he 
read the new sea -stories of Captain Marryat — 
though he read very little — I suspect he loved 

•OroktrFiKp€ny€hKp^TfVi. Dodnf of Sefdonof 1888. 
Croker would hare ipoken more gOkUj of him in those latter 
dajf) when the king tnrned hie beck on Befcmnere. 
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inore the spicier condiments of Peregrine PicHe 
and of Tom Jones. 

Yet daring the period of his shori; reign — 
scarce seyen years — eyents happened — some 
through his slow helpfulness^ and none suffering 
grieyonsly f rom his obstmctiyeness — which gaye 
new and brighter color to the political deyelopment 
and to the literary growth of England. There 
was, for instance, the passage of the Beform Bill 
of 1832 (of which I haye already spoken, in con- 
nection with Sydney Smith) — not indeed acoom- 
pushing all its friends had hoped ; not inaugurat- 
ing a political millennium ; not doing away with 
the harsh frictions of state-craft ; no reforms eyer 
do or can ; but broadening the outlook and range 
of all publicists, and stirring quiet thinkers into 
aggressiye and kindling and hopeful speech. Very 
shortly after this followed the establishment of 
that old society for the '' Diffusion of Useful 
Knowledge ''which came soon to the out-put — 
under the editorship of Charles Knight — of the 
Penny Cjfelop<sdia and the Penny Magazine.* 

* The Afmy Magazine sppesred first in IBSM ; the Oyelo' 
pmdia in the following yew. 
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I recall diBtinctly the ddight with whioli — as 
boys — we lingered oyer the pictured pages of that 
magazine — the great f oreninner of ail of our £1- 
Instrated monthlies. 

To the same period belong those Tracts for the 
Times, in which John Eeble^ the honored antbor 
of the Christian Tear, came to pe^ notice^ while 
his associates. Dr. Pnsey and Cardinal Newman, 
gaye ntterance to speech which is not without re- 
yerberating echoes, eyen now. Nor was it long 
after this date that British joamalism receiyed a 
great lift, and a great broadening of its forces, by 
a reduction of the stamp-tax — largely dne to the 
efforts of Bnlwer Ly tton — whereby British news- 
papers increased their circnlation, within two 
years, by 20,000,000 annually.* 

All these things had come about in the reign of 
William lY. ; but to none of them had he giyen 
any enthusiastic approyal, or any such urgence of 
attention as would haye dislocated a single one of 
his royal dinners. 

In 1837 he died — not yery largely sighed oyer ; 

*The reduction of tax from ^. to Id, took place in 
1886. 
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least of all by that sister-in-law^ the Duchess of 
Eent^ whom he had hated for her starched pro- 
prieties^ whom he had insulted again and again, 
and who now> in her palace of Kensington, pre- 
pared her daughter Victoria for her entrance upon 
the sovereignty. 

Her Majesty Victoria. 

The girl was only eighteen — well taught, dis- 
creet, and modest. Greville tells us that she was 
consumed with blushes when her uncles of Sussex 
and of Cumberland came, with the royal council, 
to kneel before her, and to kiss her hand in token 
of the new allegiance. 

The old king had died at two o^clock of the 
morning ; and by eleven o^clock on the same day 
the duties of royalty had begun for the young 
queen, in receiving the great officers of state. 
Among the others she meets on that first regal day 
in Kensington Palace, are Lansdowne, the fidgety 
Lord Brougham, the courtly Sir Eobert Peel, and 
the spare, trim-looking old Duke of "Wellington, 
who is charmed by her gracious manner, and by 
her self-control and dignity. He said he could 
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not lunre been more prond of her if she had been 
his own dangfater. 

Nearer to the yonng queen than all theee — by 
old tiei of friendship^ that always remained nn- 
shaken — was the snare and aoeQm|4ished Lord 
Melboame — First Minister — who has prepared 
the qneen's little speech for her, whioh she reads 
with charming self-possession ; to him, too, she 
looks for q)proTal and instmction in all her prog- 
ress through the new ceremonials of Oonrt, and 
the ordering of a rc^al honsehold. And Hd* 
bonme is admirably snited to that task ; he was 
not a great statesman ; was nerer an curator, bat 
possessed of all the arts of conciliation — adrmt 
and fall of tact, yet kindly, sympathetic, and win- 
ning. Not by any means a man beyond reproach 
in his private life, bat bringing to those new 
offices of pditical gnardianship to the yonng 
qaeen only the soandest good-sense and the 
wisest of adyice — thos inspiring in her a trast 
that was nerer forfeited. 

Indeed, it was nnder Melboame's enconrage- 
ments, and his stimalatiTe commendation (if stim- 
alas were needed), that the yonng princess foimed 
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ahortly fttter that marriage relation which proTed 
altogether a happy one — giving to England 
and to the world shining proof that righteons 
domeeticities were not altogether dean gone from 
royal hon<e& And if the good motherly mlingi 
haye not had their beet issaes with some of the 
male members of the family^ can we not match 
these wry tendencies with those fastening npon 
the boys of well-ordered households all around ns F 
It is not in royal circles cmly that his satanio 
majesty makes friends of nice boys^ when the girls 
escape him — or seem to I 

Weill I haye gone back to that old palace of 
Kensington, which stiU, with its mossy brick walls^ 
in the west of London, baffles the years, and the 
fogs — the same palace where we went to find Will- 
iam III. dying, and the gracious Queen Anne too ; 
and where now the Marquis of Lome and the Prin- 
oess Louise haye their home. I haye taken you 
again there to see how the young Victoria bore 
herself at the news of her accession — with the 
great councillors of the kingdom about her — not 
alone because those whom we shall bring to the 

front, in this closing duster, haye wrought 
IV.— 17 
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daring her reign ; bat beeaose, fnrttierDiofe, 
■he witili her hooMhold hATS bem enconngers 
and ptttrons of both lettera and of art in many 
most helpfol wajB ; and yet^ again^ becanae this 
queen, who has within this twelTemonth (1897) 
made her new speech to Parliament — sixty years 
after that first litUe qpeeeh at Kenshigton — is 
herself, in Tirtne of certain modest book-making, 
to be enrolled with all coorteey in the Onild of 
Letters. And thoagh the high-stepiring critics 
may be inclined to question the literary judgment 
or the semjmlons finish of her book-work, we can- 
not, I think, deny to it a thorooghly hnmane tone, 
and a tender realism* We greet her not only by 
reason of her qneenship proper, bat for that larger 
soyereignty of womanhood and of motherhood 
which she has always dignified and adorned. 

I once caoght sach glimpse of her — as strangers 
may — in the flush of her early wedded life ; not 
beautifol surely, bat comely, kindly, and radiant, 
in the enjoyment of — what is so rare with soTwr- 
eigns— a Jiappy home-life; and again I came 
upon other sight of her eight years later, when 
the prince was a rollicking boy, and the prinoess a 
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blcKMning maiden ; these and lesser rosy-cheeked 
ones were taking the air on the terrace at Windsor^ 
almost in the shadow of the great keep> which has 
frowned there since the days of Edward IIL 

Mcuxmlay. 

In the early days of Qaeen Victoria's reign — 
when Sir Bobert Peel was winning his way to the 
prond position he later held — when American and 
English politicians were getting into the toils of 
the '^ Maine Boundary ^ dispute (afterward settled 
by Ashbnrton and Webster)^ and when the Ooxint- 
ess of Blessington was making ^'Oore House'' 
liyely with her little suppers^ and the banker 
Rogers entertaining all heaiux sspriU at his home 
near the Oreen Park, there may haye been found 
as guest at one of the banker's famous breakfasts 
— somewhere we will say in the year 1838 — a 
man^ well • presenred, still under forty — with a 
shaggy brow> with clothes very likely ill-adjusted 
and ill-fittings and with gloves which are never 
buttoned — who has just come back from India, 
where he has held lucrative official position. He 
is cogitating, it is said, a history of England, and 
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his talk hM • fnliMH and richneBi that wwi in«- 
haulible. 

Yon know to whom I must refer — Thomas Bab- 
ington Maoanlay* — not a new man at Bogers'a 
table^ not a new man to bookish people; for he 
had won his honors in literatore, especially hj a 
first paper on Milt(m, pnblished in the year 1836 
in the JBtftninr jrA iBmMer. This bore a new stamp 
and had qualities that coald not be oTerlooked* 
There are soores of ns who read tiiat paper for the 
first time in the i m p re ssionable days of yonih, i^o 
are carried baek now by the mere mention of it to 
the times of the old Puritan poet. 

*^We csn afanofk fancy that we are Tiaitiiif him in hia 
anaD lo^^sing; that ire aee Urn ailtlng at the oM orgia be- 
neath ttM faded green hanginsa; that we can oalch the fnifik 
twinkle of his ejei, rolling in rain to find the daj; that we 
are reading in the lines of his noble conntenance the prond 
and UMmmfid history of hit gloiy and his afflictkni I " 

Macanlay came of good old Scotch stock — his 
forefathers coanting up patriarchal families in 



*Th<nBM Babington Macanlay, b. 1800; d. 1869. 
of England^ 1848-55-61. Lay of AncUfU JSmms, 184S. 
His E9$ay9 (pnblisbed in America), 1840. Complete IForis, 
London, 8 toIs., 1866. Z^, by Trerelyan, 1876. 
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GoU ftnd Invenury; bat hia father, Zaohary 
Maoftalay, well known for hia anti-slayery action 
and influence) and for hia aasociation with Wilber- 
force, married an English Quaker girl from Bris- 
tol — said to have been a praUgie of our old 
friend, Miatresa Hannah More. Of thia marriage 
waa bom, in 1800, at the charming ooontry houae 
of an aunt, named Babington, in the pleaaant 
county of Leicestershire, the future historian. 

The father'a firat London home waa near by 
Lombard Street, where he managed an African 
agency under the firm name of Maoaulay ft Bab- 
ington ; and the baby Maoaulay uaed to be wheeled 
into an open aquare near by, for the enjoyment of 
auch winter'a aunahine aa fell there at far-Away 
intenrals. Hia boyish memories, howeyer, be- 
longed to a later home at Clapham, then a auburb- 
an village. There, waa hia firat achooling, and 
there he budded out — to the wonderment of all 
hia father'a guests — into young poems and the 
drollest of preoocioua talk. Hia pleaaant bi<^- 
rapher (Trevelyan) tella of a yiait the bright boy 
made at Strawberry Hill — Walpole'a old ahow- 
pbioe. There waa a apilling of hot drink of aome 
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•ort» during the Tintation, whidi came near to 
Boalding the lad; and when the sympathizing 
hostess asked after his suffering : '^ Thank you, 
madam,'' said he, '' the agony is abated ! '* The 
story is delightfully credible ; and so are other 
pleasant ones of his reciting some of his doggerel 
yerses to Hannah More and getting a gracious and 
approTing nod of her gray curls and of her mob- 
cap. 

At Cambridge, where he went at the usual stu- 
dent ag^ he studied what he would, and discarded 
what he would — as he did all through his life. 
For mathematics he had a distinguished repug- 
nance, then and always ; and if brought to task 
by them in those student days — trying hard to 
twist their certainties into probabilities, and so 
make them subject to that world of ^'ifs and 
buts ** which he loved to start bussing about the 
ears of those who loved the exact sciences better 
than he. He missed thus some of the University 
honors, it is true ; yet, up and down in those Cam- 
bridge coteries he was a man looked for, and lis- 
tened to, eagerly and bravely applauded. Certain 
scholastic honors, too, he did reap, in spite of his 
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langes outside the traces ; there was a medal for 
his poem of Pompeii ; and a Fellowship^ at last^ 
which gaye him a needed, though small income — 
his father's Afric business having proved a f allure, 
and no home moneys coming to him thereafter. 

The first writings of Macaulay which had public 
issue were printed in Knighfs Quarterly Magch 
Mine — among them were criticisms on Italian 
writers, a remarkable imaginary conversation he* 
tween '^ Oowley and Milton/' and the glittering, 
jingling battle verses about the War of the 
League and stout ^' Henry of Navarre'' — full to 
the brim of that rush and martial splendor which 
he loved all his life, and which he brought in later 
years to his famous re-heralding of the Lays of 
Ancient Borne. A few lines are cited : — 

^ The King ii oome to marshal as, in aU his annor dieil; 
And ha has bound a snow-white plnme upon his gallant crest. 
He looked upon hii people, and a tear was in his eje ; 
He looked upon the traitors, and his glance was stem and 

high. 
Bight gradonslj he smiled on as, as roUed from wing to 

wing 
Down aU oar line a deafening shoot, ^ Qod sare our Lord 

the King!' 
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Aad If B|f tteadnd bMNT ftOl, M fiH fBU w«U he Mgr, 

For nerer mw I promiie jei of rach % bloody fray; 

ProM where ye tee iqj white plume shinef amidft the ranks 

of war, 
And be yovr oriflamme to-day the helmet of Nararrel ** 

On the year after thiB ''Batde of lyij'' had 
■parkled into print appeared the paper on Mil- 
ton, to which I haye alladed, and which straight- 
way set London doors open to the freehly 
fledged stndent-at-law. Crabb Bobinion, in his 
diary of those days, speaks patronizingly of a 
^^yonng g^tleman of six <Hr seren and twenty, 
who has emerged npon the dinner-giying public,'' 
and is astounding old habitats by his f nhiess and 
brilliancy of talk. He had not, to be snre, those 
lighter uid sportive graces of conyersation which 
floated shortly thereafter out from the open win- 
dows of Gore House, and had burgeoned under the 
beaming smiles of Lady Blessington. But he 
came to be a table match for Sydney Smith, and 
was honored by the inyitations of Lady Holland.^ 

* QreTme (JounuU of Quitn Vktoria's fSme^ toL i., p. 
see) f peaka of a dinner at Lady Ho21and*f — Macaolay being 
present ^ when her ladyship, growing tired of the rioqnoiee 
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who allowed no new find of so brillkmt feather to 
escape her. 

In Politica a/nd Verse. 

Macanlay's alliance with the Scottish Beyiew- 
en, and his known liberalism, make him a pet of 
the great Whigs ; and throagh Lansdowne, with a 
helping hand from Melbonme, he f onnd his way 
into Parliament : there were those who prophesied 
his f ailare in that field ; I think Brougham in those 
days, with not a little of jealousy in his make up, 
was disposed to count him a mere essayist. But 
his speeches in fayor of the Bef orm bill belied all 
such auguries. Sir Bobert Peel declared them to 
be wonderful in their grasp and eloquence ; they 
certainly had great weight in furthering reform ; 
and his parliamentary work won presently for him 
the offer from Ooyemment of a place in India. 
No Oriental glamour allured him, but the new posi- 
tion was worth £10,000 per annum. He counted 

of Speakers of the Honae of Commoim and Fathera of the 
Church, aald: ^^yfeU, ICr. Macanlaj, can jou teU ua anj- 
thkif of doUa — irbeii Ural named or naed?** Macanlay 
waa n$df on the inataat— dilated npon Roman dolla and 
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opoQ MTing tlie luJf of this» and retoming after 
fiye yean with a moderate fortane. He did bettor, 
however — shortening his period of exile by nearly 
a twelve-month, and bringing back £30,000. 

His sister (who later beoame Lady Trevelyan) 
went with him as the mistress of his Calcutta 
household ; and his affectionate and most tender 
relations with this, as well as with his younger 
sister, are beautifully set forth in the charming 
biography by his nephew. Otto Trevelyan* It is a 
biography that everybody should read ; and none 
can read it, I am sure, without coming to a kind- 
lier estimate of its subject The home-letters with 
which it abounds run over with affectionate play- 
fulness. We are brought to no ugly post mortem 
in the book, and no opening of old sores. It is 
modest, courteous, discreet, and full. 

Macaulay did monumental work in India upon 
the Penal Code. He also kept up there his vora- 
cious habits of reading and study. Listen for a 
moment to his story of this : 

«i During tbe Uit thirteen months I hare read Bed^lafl, 
twke; BofboolB^ twice; Buripidee, once; Pindar^ twiee; 
Calliuuusfam, ApoUoniae Bliodiiit, Tbeocritoiy twice; Heiodo- 
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tus, Thiicydidef, almotfc all of Xennj^on'f works, tlmoft all of 
Plato, AriftoUe'f Pol%Hc9^ and a good deal of hif Orgmum ; 
the whole of Plutarch's Lires; half of Lncian; two or three 
books of Athensos ; Plantos, twice ; Terence, twice ; Lncre- 
tios, twice; Catnllas, Propertias, Lncan, Statins, Silios Ital- 
icos, LiTy, Velleius Paterouliis, Ballast, CsMar, and lastly, 
Qcero.** 

This is his classical list. Of his modem reading 
he does not tell ; yet he was plotting the History 
of England, and the bouncing balladry of the 
Lays of Rome was even then taking shape in the 
intervals of his study. 

His father died while Hacaulay was upon his 
Toyage home from India — a father wholly unlike 
the son, in his rigidities and his Galyinistic as- 
perities ; but always venerated by him, and in the 
latter years of the old gentleman's life treated 
with a noble and beautiful generosity. 

A short visit to Italy was made after the return 
from India; and it was in Bome itself that he 
put some of the last touches to the Lays — staying 
the work until he could confirm by personal obser- 
vation the relative sites of the bridge across the 
Tiber and the home of Horatius upon the Pala- 
tine. 
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You wnmbT tlM words p«rhqpt ; if not, 'twm% 
weD you should, — 

' Alone stood briTe Horathif, 
But conBtant still in mind ; 
Thrice tfairtir tbooMiid fdet before, 
And the hroftd flood behind. 
« Down with hhn I ' cried false SeztUi 

With ft smile on his pek fftoe. 
* How yield tfaee»' cries Lars Pofs^is, 
« Now yield thee to our grace I * 

Bound tomed bCt as not deigning 

Those craren ranks to see; 
Hongfat spake he to Lars Porsenay 

To Sextos non^ spake be I 
But he saw on Palatinns 

The white porch of his home; 
And he spake to the noble rirer 

Thai rdls by the towers of Bone. 

« Oh« TUmt, father Tiber! 

To whom the Romans pcay, 
A Roman's Ufe, a Roman's arms, 

Take thon in charge this day ! ' 
So he spake, and speaking sheathed 

The good sword by his side, 
And, with his harness on his back, 

Plnnged headlong in the tide.** 

This does not sound like those vetses of Shallqrf 
whidi we lately «acountered«. Those went through 
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the empyrean of tong like Aurora's chariot of the 
morning, with cherubs, and garlands, and flashing 
torches. This, in the comparison, is like some 
well-appointed dump-cart, with sleek, well- 
groomed Percheron horses — up to their work, 
and accomplishing what they are set to do abso- 
lutely welL 

It was not until 1842, a year or two after the 
Italian yisit, that Macaulay yentured to pub- 
lish that solitary book of his verse; he very 
much doubted the wisdom of putting his lit- 
erary reputation in peril by such overture in 
rhyme. It extorted, however, extravagant praise 
from that muscular critic Christopher North ; 
while the fastidious Hunt writes to him (begging 
a little money — as was his wont), and regretting 
that the book did not show more of the poetic 
aroma which breathes from the Faerie Queene. 
But say what we may of its lack — there is no 
weakly maundering ; it is the work of a man full- 
grown, with all his wits active, and his vision clear, 
and who loved plain sirloins better than the fri- 
candeaux and ragotits of the artists. 

There is also a scholarly handling, with high. 
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hittorio air Uowing thmigh — ai if ha likad 
his Homer better than his E^naer ; hia pioiody 
if up to the rolea ; the longs and Bhorts are qplit 
to a hair^f breadth — jingling and meny where 
the iente oalls for it; and sober and resonant 
where meaning is wei^^tj; flashing, too, where 
need is — with swcHrd plaj and spear-heads that 
^tter and warer oyer marching men ; bat no- 
where — I think it mnstbesaid — the tremnkHis 
poetio mit9urrui, that falters, and tenches, and de- 
tains bj its mystic sounds — tempting one into 
dim border-lands where higher and more inquired 
singers find their way. Ohristabel is not of his 
school, nor the star-shaped shadow <tf Words- 
worth's Daisy. 

PofrliamenJhirian and JERdorian. 

Meantime occasional papers from Macanlay's 
hand f onnd their way into the pages of the great 
Northern Beview — bat by no means so many as 
the Whig managers coold have wished ; he had 
himself grown to think lightly of sach work ; the 
History was calling for his best powers, and there 
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were parliamentary dmties deyolying upon him as 
member for Edinboro\ 

I remember catching sight of him somewhere 
between 1844 and 1846 — in his place in the House 
of Commons, and of listening to his brilliant cas- 
tigation of Sir Bobert Peel, in the matter, I think, 
<tf the Maynooth grant. *He was well toward fifty 
then, but stordy — with the firm tread of a man 
who conld do his three or four leagaes <tf walking 
—if need were ; beetle-browed ; his clothes ill-ad- 
jnsted ; his neck handled in a big swathing of 
orayat There was silence when he rose ; there 
was nothing orator-like in his bearing; rather 
awkward in his pose ; haying scorn, too, as would 
seem, for any of the graces of elocntion. Bat he 
was dear, emphatic, direct, with a great swift 
riyer of words all bearing toward definite aim. 
Tory critics nsed to say he wrote his speeches 
and committed them to memory. There was no 
need for that. Words tripped to his tongne as 
easQy as to his pen. Bat there were no delicate 
modalations of yoice ; no art of pantomime ; no 
conscious or unconscious assumption of graceful 
attitudes ; and when subject-matter enfeyered and 



373 LASDS^ LETTERS, &» KINGS. 

kindled him — ai it did oiiihat oooason — there 
was the hurry and tiie OTer-atrained TOioe ol ex- 
treme eameftnesB* 

It was not Teiy long after thk that he met with 
a notable repulse frcun his old political snj^KNrters 
in Bdinboro' that tonohed him grierondy. Bat 
th^re were certain arts of the politician he ooold 
not, and would not learn ; he ooold not trodde ; 
he conld not hobnob witii clients who made mlgar 
claims upon him. He conld not make domiciliaiy 
visits, to kiss the babies — whether of patrons, or 
of editors ; he conld not listen to twaddle from 
visiting committees, without breaking into a righi- 
eons wrath that hnrt his chances. Edinlxnro', 
afterward, however, cleared the record, by giving 
him before his death a triumphant return to 
Parliament 

Meantime that wonderful History had been writ- 
ten, and its roll of magniloquent periods made 
echo in every quarter <rf the literary world. Its 
success was phenomenal. After tiie issue of its 
second couplet of volumes the publishers sent to 
the author a check for £20,000 on account Sudi 
checks passing between publisher and author were 
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then oncommon ; and — without straining a point 
— I think I may say they are now. With its Ma- 
caolay endorsement^ it makes a unique autograph, 
now in the possession of the Messrs. Longmans^ 
but destined to find place eventually among the 
manuscript treasures of the British Museum. 

The great history is a partisan history, but it is 
the work of a bold and outspoken and manly par- 
tisan. The colors that he uses are intense and 
glaring; but they are blended in the making of 
his great panorama of King William's times, with 
a maryellous art. We are told that he was an ad- 
Tocate and not a philosopher ; that he was a rhet- 
orician and not a poet We may grant all this^ 
and we may grant more — and yet I think we 
shall continue to cherish his work. Men of 
greater critical acumen and nicer exploration may 
sap the grounds of some of his judgments ; cooler 
writers, and those of more self-restraint, may draw 
the fires by which his indignations are kindled ; 
but it will be very long before the world will 
cease to find high intellectual refreshment in the 
crackle of his epigrams, in his artful deployment 

of testimony^ in his picturesque array of great 
IV.~18 
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historic oharactera and in the roll of his sonorous 
periods. 

Yet he is the wrong man to oopy ; his exalta- 
tions make an unsafe model. He exaggerates — 
but he knows how to exaggerate. He punts % 
tmth in oolors that flow all round the trath, and 
enlarge it 8ach ontreaeh of rhetoric wants cor- 
responding capadtj of brain^ and pen-strokes that 
never swerre or tremble. Smallish men should 
beware how tbej oopj methods which want fol- 
ness of power and the besom of enthosiasm to fill 
out their compass. Homer can make all his sea- 
wayee iridescent and mnltitadinons — all his 
women high-bosomed or bine-eyed — and all his 
mountains sweep the skies: but tM should be 
modest and simple. 

It was not until Macaulay had done his last 
work upon the book (still incomplete) which 
he counted his monument, that he moyed away 
from his bachelor quarters in the Albany (Picca- 
dilly) and established himself at Holly Lodge, 
which, under the new name (he gare it) of Oirlie 
Lodge, may be found upon a winding lane in 
that labyrinth of city roads tiiat lies between 
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Kensington Gardens and Holland House. There 
was a bit of green lawn attached, which he came 
to loye in those last days of his; thongh he 
had been without strong rural proclivities* Like 
Gibbon, he neyer hunted, never fished, mrely 
rode. But now and tiien— -among the thorn- 
trees reddening into bloom and the rhododendrons 
bursting their buds, the May mornings were 
^' delicious'' to him. He enjoyed, too, overmuch, 
the modest hospitalitiee he could show in a home 
of his own. There are joyfully turned notes — in 
his journal or in his familiar letters — of ^'a goose 
for Michaelmas,*' and of ''a chine and oysters for 
Christmas eve," and ''excellent audit ale ** on Lord 
Mayor's day. There, too, at Holly Lodge, comes 
to him in August, 1857, when he was very sad 
about India (as all the world were), an offer of a 
peerage. He accepts it, as he had accepted all the 
good things of life — cheerily and squarely, and was 
thenceforward Baron Macaulay of Bothley. He 
appears from time to time on the benches of the 
Upper House, but never spoke there. His speaking 
days were over. A little unwonted fluttering of 
the heart warned him that the end was not far off. 
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A yiflit to the Englkh lakes and to Scotland 
in 1859 did not — as was hoped — give him access 
of strength. He was much disturbed^ too (at this 
crisi8)> by the prospect of a long separation from 
his sister, Ladj TrevelTan — whose husband had 
just now been appointed OoYemor of Madras. 
''This prolonged parting,^ he says, ''this slow 
sipping of the yin^;ar and the gall is terrible I " 
And the parting came earlier than he thought, and 
easier ; for on a day of December in the same year 
he died in his library chair. His nephew and 
Uographer had left him in the morning — sitting 
with his head bent forward on his chest — aa atti- 
tude not unusual for him — in a languid and 
drowsy rererie. In the eyening, a little before 
seren, Lady Trevelyan was summoned, and the 
biographer says : — " As we drove up to the porch 
of my uncle's house, the maids nm crying into the 
darkness to meet us ; and we knew that all was 
over.*' 

He was not an old man ~ only fifty-nine. The 
stone which marks his grave in Westminster Abbey 
is very near to tiie statue of Addison. 

In estimating our indebtedness to Macaulay as 
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a historian — where his fame and exeoation were 
largest — we most remember that his method of 
close detail forbade wide outlook or grasp of long 
periods of time. If he had extended the same 
microscopic examination and dramatic exhibit of 
important personages to those succeeding reigns, 
which he originally intended to coyer — coming 
down to the days of William IV, — ^he would have 
required fifty yolumes; and if he had attempted, 
in the same spirit, a reach like that of Green or 
Hume, his rhetorical periods must have OYerflowed 
more than two hundred bulky quartos ! No ordi- 
nary man could read such ; and — thank Heaven I 
— no extraordinary man could write so many. 

Somt Tory Critics. 

Among those who sought with a delightsome 
pertinacity for flaws in the historic work of 
Macaulay, in his own time, was John Wilson 
Oroker, to whom I have already alluded.* He 
was an older man than the historian ; Irish by 
birth, handsome, well-allied by marriage, plausible, 
fawning on the great (who were of his party) wear- 

•Seep.nS,Ani$. 
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ingeMiIj and boAstfnlly hit ftmiluuritj wifh Wel- 
lington, with Laosdowne and Gomberland, airing 
daintily hia literary qnalitiee at the tables of Hol- 
land or Peel ; proud of his place in Flariiament, 
where he lored to show a satiric grace of speech, 
and the curled lips of one used to more elegant 
encountenu In ahort^ he was the yery man to 
light up the biasing contempt of such another as 
Maoanlay ; more than all since Groker was identi- 
fied with tiie wcmt form of Toryism, and the 
other always his political antagonist 

Such being tiie animus ot the parties, one can 
imagine the delight of Groker in detecting a blun- 
der of Macaulay, and the delight of Maoaulay 
when he was able to pounce upon the blunders 
in Oroker's edition of BostoeWs Johnson. This 
was on many counts an excellent work and — 
with its emendations — holds its ground now; 
but I think the slaps, and the scourgings, and 
the deridye mockery which the critic dealt out 
to the self -poised and elegant Groker have made 
a highly appetising sauce piquante for the bode 
these many a year. For my own part, I never 
enjoy it half so much as when I think of Ma* 
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oanl&y's rod of discipline '' atarting the dast oat 
of the yarlet's [editor's] jackef 

It is not a qaestion if Groker deserved this ex- 
coriation ; we are so taken np with the dexterity 
and effectiveness with which the critical profes- 
sor nses the surgeon's knife, that we watQh the 
operation, and the exceeding grace and ease with 
which he lays bare nerve after nerve, without once 
inqniring if the patient is really in need of sneh 
heroic treatment. 

The Groker Papers * — two ponderons volumes 
of letters and diary which have been published in 
these latter years — have good bits in them ; but 
they are rare bits, to be dredged for out from 
quagmires of rubbish. The papers are interesting, 
furthermore, as showing how a cleverish man, with 
considerable gifts of presence and of brain, with 
his re-actionary Toryism dominant, and made a 
fetich of, can still keep a good digestion and go in 
a respectable fashion through a long life — back* 
wards, instead of ''face to the fronf 

In this connection it is difficult to keep out of 

* Mffmoyn and Comspondeiue^ 1S8S. 
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mind that other Torykh admhiirtrmtor of Oe 
QuarUrhi bombardmentKrf refonn and oi liberd- 
kts— I meftn Lockhart (to whom relerenoe has 
already been made in the preeent Tolnme), and 
who, with an of Groker's pCTsonal gifts, added to 
iheee a rtOl larger soom than that of his elder as- 
iociate in the Qoarterlj condaTes, for those whose 
•odal disabilities disqualified them for breirfhing 
the rarefied air whioh dronlated abont Albemarle 
Street and the oonrts of Mr. Mnrray. Eren Mr. 
Lang in his apologetio but Tory interesting story 
of Lookhart's life,* cannot forbear quiet repre- 
hensire allusions to that critic's odious way of 
making caustic allusion to ** the social rank ** of 
political opponents ; although much of this he ayers 
^' k sud in wrath.'' Tet it is an unwcMrthy wrath, 
always and everywhere, which runs in tiiose direc- 
tions. Lockhart, though an acute critic, and a 
Tory deyer translator, was a supreme worshipper 
<rf ''conditions,'' rather than of qualities. He 
neyer forgaye Americans for being Americans, and 
neyer preter-mitted his wrathy exposition of their 

« Laag'a XodMof^ p. iS» ToL IL 
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^low-lired antecedents' socially. The baronetcy 
<A his &ther-in-law9 Sir Walter Scott^ was I 
think, a perpetual and beneficent regalement to 
him. 

Two Oone-by Story TeOera. 

Must it be said that the joUy story-teller of tiie 
sea and of the sea-ports, who wrote for oar nndes 
and annts, and elder brothers, the brisk, rollicking 
tales about Midshipman Busy, and Japhet in 
Search of a Father, is indeed gone by P 

His name was Frederick Marryat,* the son of a 
well-to-do London gentleman, who had served the 
little Borough of Sandwich as member of Ptolia- 
ment (and was also author of some yerses and 
political tractates), but who did not wean his boy 
from an inborn love of the sea. To gratify this 
lore the boy had sundry adventurous escapades; 
but when arrived at the mature age of fourteen, he 
entered as midshipman in the Boyal Navy — his 

*Fiedaxick MaR7at» b. 1798; d. 1848; B. N.^ 1808; 
Commaiider) 1816; redgoed, 1880. Frank MUdwuiy^ 1829; 
MidMpwMn BoMy^ 1886; PtUr Simple^ 1887; Jacob Faiih' 
fitly 1888; Lifty by bis dmngfater, Florence, 187S. 
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took MTTioty and a tuj aotiTtt ob0» iMuig vitk tlist 
brsTe and beUigvre&t Lord Ooohnne, w1m> kter 
won nDown on the weit coast of Soath America. 
AdfontoTM of mott hasaidons and romantic qmil- 
itiet wore not wanting under raoh an officer, all oi 
which were stored in the retentite memoi7 of the 
enthusiastic and observant midshipman* and there- 
after, for jeaiB snooeeding, w«re strewa with a free 
hand orer his tales <rf the ssa. Theee break a good 
maoj of tiie riles of rhetoric — and so do saikn; 
they haTO to do with tiie breakage of neailj all the 
oommandmeots— and so do sailors. Bntthejare 
breeay ; they are alwajs poshing f <»rward ; ^ars 
and sails are all ship-shape ; and so are tiie sailon' 
oaths, and tiie rattle of the chain-cables, and the 
slatting of the gadcets, and the smeU of the stews 
from the cook's galley. 

There is also a liberal and qwui democratic col- 
oring of the links and interludes of his novels. 
The trials of P$Ur Simple grow laigelj oat of the 
cruel action of the British laws of primogeniture ; 
nor does the jolly midshipman — grandson, or 
nephew — forego his satiric raps at my lord 
'' Privilege.'* Yet Marryat shows no special admi- 
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ration for saoli erolations of the democratic prob- 
lem as he enoonnters in America.* 

Upon the whole, one finds no large or fine lit- 
erary qnality in his books ; but the fun in them 
is positiye, and catching — as our annts and 
andes nsed to find it; bat it is the fan of the 
tap-room, and of the forecastle, rather than of 
the salon, or tiie library* For all this, soofes and 
scores of excellent old people were shaking their 
sides — in the early part of this oentary — orer 
the pages of Gaptain Mairyat — in the days when 
other readers with sighs were bemoaning the 
loss of tiie ''Great Magician's^ power in the 
dreary stoiy of C(mnt Robert of Paris, or kin-^ 
dling into a new worship as they followed Ains- 
worth's t vivid narrative of Dick Tarpin's daring 
gallop from London to York. 

A nearer name to as, and one perhaps more 
familiar, is that of G. P. B. James,^ an excellent, 

* DiMry in America^ by Captain F. Manyat, 1889. 

t William Harrison Ainswortb, b 1805; d. 188S. Rook' 
vood^ 1884 — chiefly notable for its wonderful description of 
Dick Turpin's ride — npon Blafsk Best — from London to 
ToriL. Towmr pf London^ 1840. 

t O. P. R. James, b. 1801 ; d. 1860. RitMrnk (flrst noYel), 
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indafitrioiu man^ who droTe his tnide of norel- 
making — as our engineers drije wells — wiih 
steam, and pistons, and borings, and ererbsting 
clatter. 

Yet, — ^is this sharp, irreyerent mention, whoUj 
fair to Ihe old gentleman, upon whose confections, 
and pastries, so many of ns haye feasted in times 
past? What a delight it was — not only for young- 
sters, but for white-haired judges, and country 
lawyers — to listen for the jingle of the spurs, when 
one of Mr. James's swarthy knights — '' with a grace 
induced by habits of martial exercise'' — came 
dashing into old country quietudes, with his visor 
up; or, perhaps in ''a Genoa bonnet of black 
yelTet, round which his rich chestnut hair coiled 
in profusion" — making the welkin ring with his 
— *' How now. Sir Villain I " 

I caught sight of this great necromancer of 
''miniyer furs," and mantua- making chiyalry — 

1889; Damiey^ 1880; Ofu i% a Thoumnd^ 1886; AUiia^ 
1887. His bookf ooant faraboye a hundred in mmiber: 
Lowndes (Bohn) giTet orer leyeiity tiUet of noreli alone. 
What he might hare daoe^ with a msdern type-wiHer at < 
maod, it it painful to imagine. 
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in yonngiah days, in the city of New York— • 
where he was making a little oyer -ocean escape 
from the mnltitadinons work that flowed from 
him at home ; a well-preserved man^ of scarce 
fifty years^ stont^ erects gray -haired, and with 
countenance blooming with mild nses of mild 
English ale — kindly, nnctnous — showing no 
signs of deep thonghtfalness or of harassing 
toil. I looked him oyer, in boyish way, for 
traces of the conrt splendors I had gazed upon, 
nndei his ministrations, bat saw none ; nor 
anything of the '' manly beauty of features, 
rendered scarcely less by a deep scar upon the 
forehead,^' — nor ''of the gray doth doublets 
slashed with purple ; '' a stanch, honest, amiable, 
well-dressed Englishman — that was all. 

And yet, what delights he had conjured for us I 
Shall we be ashamed to name them, or to confess 
it all ? Shall the modern show of new flowerets 
of fiction, and of lilies — forced to the front in 
January — make us forget utterly the old cinna- 
mon roses, and the homely but fragrant pinks, 
which once regaled and delighted us, in the April 
and May of our age ? 
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What inoomiMurablo aestas tboae v«i^ iplun, 
from between ludf-doeed eyelidsy we wstdbed for 
the adrent of the two horeemen — one in oonekt 
of shining silrer, inlidd with gold, and the other 
with hanberk of bright sted rings — dowty riding 
down the distant decliTity, nnder the lajs of a 
warm, red snnset I Then, there were abondanoe of 
gray castle -walls — evw so high, the iTyhangmg 
delioionsly abont them ; and there were danging 
chains of draw-bridges, that rattled when a good 
knight galloped orer; and there w«e stslwart 
gjpsies lying nnder hedges, with charmingest of 
little ones with flazra hair (who are not gypsies at 
all, but only stolen) ; and there is dash of arms ; 
and there are bad men, who get punched witii 
spear heads — which is good for diem ; and there 
are jolly old borghers who drink beer, and ''troU 
songs'' ; and assssrinw who Inrk in Uie shadows of 
long corridors — where the moonbeams shine np<Hi 
their daggers; and there are dark-haired yoang 
women, who look oat of casements and kiss their 
hands and wave white kerdiief^ — *and somebody 
sees it in the conTmimt edge of tiie wood, and 
salutes in retom, and steals away ; and tiieassassin 
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escapes, and the gypsies ure oaptnred in the bnsh, 
and some bad king is killed, and an old parchment 
is fonnd, and the stars come ont, and the rivnlet 
mnrmnrs, and the good knight comes back ; and 
the dark tresses are at the casement, and she 
smiles, and the marriage bells ring, and they are 
hi^y. And the school bell (for sapper) rings, 
and we are happy I 

As I close this book with these last shadowy 
glimpses of story-tellers, who have tdd their 
pleasant tales, and have lived ont their time, and 
gone to rest, I see lifting over that fair British 
horixon, where Victoria shows her qneenly pres- 
ence — the modest Mr. Pickwick, with his gaiters 
and bland expanse of figure ; Thackeray, too, with 
his stalwart form and spectacled eyes is peering ont 
searohingly npon all he encounters ; the refined &ce 
of Buskin is also in evidence, and his easy magnil- 
oquence is covering one phase of British art with 
new robes. A woman's Dantesque profile shows 
the striking qualities which are &drly mated by 
the striking passages in Adam Bede and Daniel 
Deronda ; one catches sight, too, of the shaggy. 
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keen Tinge of the qnarrel-IoYiiig Ouljley and of 
those great twin-brethren of poesy — Browning 
and Tennyson — tiie Angelo and tiie Bi^hael of 
latter images in verae. Snrdy these make np a 
wonderfnl grouping of names — not unworthy of 
comparison with tiiose others whom we found 
many generations ago, grouped around another 
great queen of England^ who biased in her royal 
courts and flaunted her silken robes, and — ia 
gone. 
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